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· ~otes and 'fEomment 
-
B y 
Robert A. Taft 
The best eulogy that was 
spoken on the occasion of the 
death of Senator Taft was that 
spoken by his long-time political 
~ opponent, Harry S. Truman. 
The former president noted that 
he and Senator Taft had often 
disagreed, but, Mr. Truman said, 
"he knew where I stood and I 
• knew where he stood". 
Over and over, this same note 
of integrity recurred in the Sena-
tor's eulogies. Taft was almost 
cruelly honest. Had he been less 
honest, he might have achieved 
~ the goal which he sought so earn-
estly, the presidency. Or had he 
4 chosen some area of political 
life where he would have been 
under less necessity to go on the 
record than he was in the Senate, 
he might have achieved that goal. 
T H E EDITOR& 
It was characteristic of Senator 
Taft that he chose to speak his 
convictions in the most open and 
exposed place in our whole polit-
ical structure, in the Senate. And 
in so doing, he joined a more 
select company t.han even the dis-
tinguished line of presidents of 
the United States. He joined 
Clay and Webster and Calhoun 
and Sumner and LaFollette and 
Norris as a legislator who left a 
more permanent mark upon 
American history t h a n have 
many of our presidents. 
Among those who most sin-
cerely regret the loss of Senator 
Taft are some of us who dis-
agreed with many of his policies. 
He was a good opponent, a clean 
fighter who not only gave the 
best that he had in him but 
brought out the best in his op-
ponent. He was ·neither a coward 
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nor a sulker and he knew what 
he was fighting for. 
Several months ago, we said 
editorially that the success or 
failure of the Eisenhower admin-
istration would depend largely 
upon the extent to which it 
could properly be called an 
Eisenhower-Taft administration. 
Events of the past few months 
only reinforced that conviction 
and we frankly look forward un-
easily to what may happen now 
that Senator Taft is gone. We 
can only hope that those who 
have so highly and, we believe 
sincerely, eulogized him will do 
him the additional honor of fol· 
lowing his example. No one has 
ever demonstrated better than 
Senator Taft that the most suc-
cessful politician is the honest 
and intelligent statesman. Ordi-
nary men do wisely when they 
walk the wide, safe trail that has 
been blazed by a giant. 
And the Floods Came 
This September may well 
prove to be a landmark in Ameri-
can education. Somehow or 
other, we shall have to find or 
make room this month for the 
largest group of first-graders that 
has ever entered our schools in 
a single year. This would be, of 
course, the birth class of I 94 7, 
numbering about 3,700,000, or 
400,000 more than in any pre-
vious year in our history. 
School boards and school ad-
ministrators have, of course, seen 
.... 
this coming, and they have done 
1 
all they could to meet the situ- .. 
ation. But they would be the first lr 
to admit that their best efforts i 
have not been good enough. Our 
schools are not yet able to handle 
properly this huge increase, par- t-
ticularly in areas toward which • 
population has been shifting dur-
ing the past ten years. The result .... 
is that our schools face dangers 
greater than have ever con-
fronted them before. lio.j 
It is unfortunate that this 
rapid increase in enrollments 
coincides with a period of eco- '-
nomic prosperity which has ag-
gravated the problem of building J. 
and maintaining teaching staffs. 
The failure of teachers' salaries 
to keep pace with the over-all 
wage and salary situation has had 
two unhappy consequences. It .. 
has, first of all, prevented many 
young people from considering 
teaching as a vocational choice 
and it has prompted a very con-
siderable number of active teach-
ers to leave teaching for more re- .. 
munerative work. Thus we face 
an actual shortage of teachers. ~ 
But perhaps worse than that, the 
salary differential has operated 
to draw the better teachers out 
of schools and to leave a dis-
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proportionately large percentage 
"' of weak teachers in the schools. 
This is not to say that there are 
not still a great number of ca-
pable teachers who have gener-
,. ously foregone possibilities for 
financial betterment to stay in 
,; the classroom. But it is neverthe-
less true that teaching has come 
to offer less and less in the way 
of either financial reward or so-
cial prestige to the person of bet-
• ter than average ability. We are 
approaching a condition wherein .... 
teaching will make its major ap-
peal to those who fear the com-
petition of the business world or 
feel the need of the security 
which is offered by tenure. 
What will eventually come of 
..; all this is hard to say. It is hard 
to see how the factors that we 
~ have mentioned would be con-
ducive to the improvement of 
our schools as educational insti-
tutions while maintaining, or 
• perhaps even expanding, the phy-
sical plant in which children are 
kept occupied at one thing or 
another during the greater part 
of the day. Mediocre teachers try-
ing to handle classes that are too 
large in overcrowded classrooms 
.. with inadequate facilities will be 
able to do little more than "keep 
4 school". And that, we take it, is 
far less than we want for our 
children. 
There are large and legitimate 
areas of criticism of our schools 
and this magazine has been 
among the most outspoken critics 
of much of what is being done 
in the schools. But even while we 
are criticizing, we need to be 
building-building physical facil-
ities at the expense, if need be, of 
increases in our taxes; and build-
ing school faculties by bringing 
teachers' salaries more nearly in 
line with other professional sal-
aries. This much, at least, we 
owe to our children who have so 
much to learn if they are to be 
prepared at all to live in the kind 
of world we are handing on to 
them. 
The Bitter Tea of Mr. D. 
The Monday-morning quarter-
backs who, this time last year, 
were busy marshalling evidence 
to prove that Dean Acheson was 
the worst secretary of state in our 
history have been just as busy 
the past couple of months re-sort-
ing the evidence to prQve that 
Secretary Dulles is even more 
qualified for that title. This turn 
of events was, of course, easily 
predictable-as predictable as 
Mr. Dulles' policies have been 
since he took over the secretary-
ship. 
Some of the criticism di-
rected at Mr . .Dulles has been 
motivated by malice. Every ad-
4 THE CRESSET 
ministration that we can remem-
ber since that of Herbert Hoover 
has generated a certain amount 
of psychopathic opposition which 
could not be satisfied with any-
thing less than a reign of terror 
after a change of administrations. 
There are psych~paths who are 
mad at both President Eisen-
hower and Secretary Dulles now 
because they have not repudiated 
every foreign policy that dates 
back to either the Roosevelt or 
the Truman regime. These 
people are more td be pitied 
than censured. Hate is a biologi-
cal necessity in their nature and 
if there is no reasonable grounds 
for hate, they have to create one. 
But by far the greater part of 
the criticism directed at Mr. 
Dulles is honest even though, we 
believe, it is the product of a 
failure to understand and to in-
terpret · rightly · the events of the 
past quarter-century and, more 
particularly, of the past ten years. 
When events move as rapidly as 
they have in this past hectic de-
cade, it ,. is admittedly difficult 
enough for the professional stu-
dent and analyst of world affairs 
to keep them in focus. The very 
!acts of geography, supposedly . as 
changeless as the oceans and the 
hills, have taken on· new mean-
ings with every new develop-
ment in communications and in 
weapons. The worltl of 1953 
simply is not the world of 1910 
or even of 1945. Nor ·is the po-
sition of the United States · in 
that world the same as it was in 
either 1910 or 1945. 
We believe that Secretary 
Dulles has done very well up to • 
this point. We believe that he 
has the wisdom and the back-
ground and the hard-headed 
sense to make a first-rate secre-
tary of state if his critics will ~-" 
just, for a little while, quit snap-
ping at his heels. No one man • 
could possibly follow all of the 
.L 
lines of advice, much of it con-
tradictory, which Mr. Dulles re-
ceives daily. The best he can do 
is choose a line of action which ·• 
he believes . appropriate to our 
situation and follow it out. Let 
history judge him. Meanwhile, ;.. 
let all of us give him our ·en-· 
couragement and our prayers. -' 
For he is acting for all of us, and 
if he fails there will be poor com-
fort indeed in being able to say, 
"I told you so". 
German Strength · 
The artswer· to one difficult 
question has, at feast, been 
underlined for us ·by the events· .. 
of'the past couple of months. We ~ 
know now where the strength of 
the free world lies in Europe. It 
lies in Germany which we are en-
titled still to hate· or to fear or to 
distrust but which we must, 'if' 
, 
• 
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we are at all realistic, recognize 
as the one country on the conti-
nent which could and would 
present a formidable obstacle to 
any attempt to move the Iron 
Curtain westward. 
We have before commented on 
the weakness of France, a weak-
ness which was likewise under-
lined during the early summer 
when, for weeks, France was 
without a government and with-
out any prospects of constructing 
a ministry which could actually 
govern. For many reasons, a 
strong France would be a better 
ally than would a strong Ger-
many. But the fact of the mat-
ter is that France is precisely 
what Paul Reynaud told his col-
leagues in Parliament, "the sick 
man of Europe". The key to 
peace and security in western 
Europe lies in Germany and if 
events should force us to a 
choice between France and Ger-
many as our continental ally, the 
wiser choice would be Germany. 
For in choosing allies, we are 
looking primarily for people who 
do not take kindly to the idea of 
being conquered. We want 
Englishmen who can sing 
"There'll Always Be an England" 
while the bombs are dropping 
and, by the same token, we want 
Germans who can sing "Deutsch-
land Uber Alles" under the guns 
of Russian tanks. An ally is not 
necessarily a person that you like, 
although it helps if you can like 
him. A good ally is one who, for 
whatever reason, is implacably 
opposed to the common enemy 
and able to carry his own share 
of the common fight. Germany 
obviously meets both of these re-
quirements. 
We would therefore be quite 
ready to see our government 
drop the kindly fiction that 
France IS still a world power, 
and proceed in the light of the 
realities of the European power 
posture. Risks are inherent in 
any course we might follow. But 
let us take the calculated risk of 
rebuilding the military power of 
Germany and the accompanying 
risk of incurring the hostility of 
France. France has had her 
chance and has not made good. 
Germany deserves the chance to 
earn a new and better name for 
herself in the family of western 
states. 
A Waiter Quits 
The Rt. Rev. Wallace E. Conk-
ling was, for many years, bishop 
of Chicago. And a very able and 
respected bishop he was, too. 
Then, suddenly, early in July he 
. announced that he was resigning 
on advice of his physician and, 
in his letter of resignation, he 
pointed out why he was unable 
to continue in his episcopal of-
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£ice. The reasons are nothing 
new but Bishop Conkling's resig-
nation underlined them. 
Essentially, they all came down 
to the by now familiar complaint 
which was first voiced by the 
apostles themselves, that the 
church keeps its leaders so busy 
waiting tables that they have no 
time for their spiritual ministry. 
Bishop Conkling noted that the 
demands that were made upon 
him forced him to become more 
and more a business man and a 
social figure at the expense of 
his own spiritual growth and, 
equally important, at the ex-
pense of the bishop's primary 
duty of confirming his clergy in 
the faith. And we do not doubt 
that his complaints would be 
voiced by bishops, district super· 
intendents, moderators, and syn-
odical presidents in other church 
bodies. 
Every church has its little band 
of red-hot anti-clericalists who 
complain about how the preach-
ers run the church. It is time 
that laymen began to ask why 
the preachers are running the 
church. The answer may indeed 
lie, in part, in the desire of 
strong-willed preachers to run 
the show. But there is another 
side to the story and our ex-
perience convinces us that this 
other side could do with a bit of 
re-emphasizing. 
For it is a fact that probably 
90 percent of the laity of any 
given denomination are just "go· 
ing along for the ride". Preach-
ers are keeping church books be-
cause qualified lay bookkeepers 
are "too busy" to serve as con-
gregational treasurer. Preachers 
are raising funds because their 
laymen "hate to ask people for 
money". Preachers man synodical 
and diocesan committees because 
laymen are "too unfamiliar with 
the work of the church" to cope 
with the problems which would 
reach such committees. 
And at the root of this situa· 
tion lies the unwillingness of 
laymen to be bothered with theo-
logical or ecclesiastical questions. 
"Mine is a simple, unsophisti-
cated faith", says the layman 
who would fire an employee of 
his if he were to say, "Mine is 
only a very superficial knowledge 
of the department I work in". If 
a man's faith at the age of forty 
or fifty is still as simple and un-
sophisticated as it was on the day 
of his confirmation, he had bet· 
ter take steps to correct the situ· 
ation. 
Bishop Conkling has high-
lighted the problem. What is the 
solution? We suggest that it does 
not lie in merely furnishing the 
spiritual leaders of the church 
with more hired help or in re-
ducing the number of souls com-
mitted to their charge. It lies, 
rather, in re-asserting the priestly 
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.,., function of every Christian, in re-
minding every layman that he is 
committed, by his profession of 
faith, to using whatever talents 
he has wherever they are needed 
~ in the service of the church. 
Bishops and pastors have no 
business waiting tables. And the 
church that expects them to do 
so is dying on its feet. 
Hillary and Tenzing 
The conquest of Everest last 
June gave Edmund Hillary a 
knighthood, Tenzing a solid so-
cial and economic position, and 
us a new and dependable rule of 
~ thumb for appraising people. 
There have been two general 
~ reactions to the news of the con-
quest of Everest. To some, it was 
one of the great events of recent 
time, an event as stirring as 
"' Lindbergh's flight across the At-
lantic or Peary's dash for the 
• pole. To others, the event meant 
practically nothing at all. They 
just couldn't imagine why any-
body would be "stupid" enough 
to risk his life in such a "foolish" 
• gesture. 
We have no quarrel with the 
• millions and millions of good, 
hard-working people who are 
content to crawl about on the 
plain, satisfied to eat, drink, 
reproduce, and die. Not every 
man was built for adventure and 
it may well be that the world can 
not afford too many adven-
turous souls. There are fields 
to be tilled, assembly-lines to be 
manne~, books to be kept, learn-
ed articles to be written, and 
there must be a tremendous 
number of people who can do 
these things without going mad. 
But-and this is equally import-
ant-there are mountains to be 
climbed. And a generation with-
out mountain climbers is in as 
bad a way as is a generation with-
out day-laborers. 
We couldn't put down in 
words what it was we felt when 
the word was flashed that Ever-
est had been climbed. A line of 
Auden popped into our mind, 
something a b o u t showing a 
"small, affirming flame". Perhaps 
that was it. Two men standing on 
the top of Everest redress the 
balance between man and nature 
which has seemed, for so many 
years now, to be tipping more 
and more heavily in favor of 
nature. Or perhaps it was the 
grateful recognition that the line 
of nature-conquerors who made 
up our boyhood pantheon has not 
disappeared from the earth. Or 
perhaps it was merely the re-
affirmation of man's ability to 
subdue the earth through the 
exercise of intelligence and gal-
lantry and a disciplined body. 
At any rate, as we say, we now 
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have a convenient rule of thumb 
for appraising people. We are 
ready to live peaceably with all 
men, including those poor souls 
who can't imagine why anybody 
would want to climb Everest. But 
for friendship and wise counsel 
we will turn to those whose eyes 
brighten at the mention of the 
names of Hillary and Teazing. 
Lavrenti Beria 
"He that taketh the sword 
shall perish by the sword". How 
often we imagine that this is a 
piece of pious exhortation and 
forget that it is a terse, factual 
statement of natural law! Lav-
renti Beria is just the most re-
cent example of the working of 
that law and it is possible to pre-
dict already that, someday, 
Georgi Malenkov w i ll come 
under its grim workings. 
We shall waste no tears on 
Beria. Presumably, he got what 
he wanted out of life. And cer-
tainly he has paid the price for 
getting what he wanted. He is 
now his own victim and that, in 
a universe of law, is as it should 
be. 
The commentators have been 
hard at it trying to read in 
Beria's fall whatever omens there 
may be for the future of the Rus-
sian government and of its poli-
cies. We are inclined to ascribe 
little importance to the event; 
other than to recognize in it what 
anyone might have expected-the 
seemingly inevitable transforma-
tion of an all-powerful triumvi-
rate into a dictatorship. This 
transformation has taken place 
so often in history that it can 
hardly be called unusual. 
Does this internal blood-letting 
indicate weakness within the 
Soviet power bloc? For years, this 
magazine has maintained that 
the "free world" has vastly ovet-
rated Soviet power. The rise or 
fall of this or that particular 
Soviet functionary does not af-
fect our appraisal of tl1e situation 
greatly one way or another. It is 
our contention that the Soviet 
state is theologically and philoso-
phically unsound, that it lacks 
the spiritual resources without 
which no people can be strong, 
and that in the long run it must 
collapse. The strength of the 
Soviet state since its inception 
has lain, not in anything within 
itself, but in the fears, the hys-
teria, the lack of faith which 
have chilled the hearts of men in 
every part of the world, particu-
larly m those apostate lands 
which once believed and now, 
having lost their faith, have sur-
rendered to their fears. 
Presumably, Malenkov is m 
the saddle now. If that old op-
portunist Molotov is playing the 
.. 
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game as he has played it all his 
life, it is reasonable to assume 
that he has made his peace with 
Malenkov or has sold himself to 
some "comer" whom his oppor-
• tunistic nostrils have sniffed up 
within the Party or the Army. To 
4 us in the West, it doesn't matter 
much which way the winds blow 
in the upper echelons of the 
Soviet government. It is the sys-
tem, not this or that individual, 
• which threatens us. And it is the 
system which, this year or next 
year or ten years from now, we 
shall have to destroy. 
There Is No Peace 
The tedious and often-irritat-
~. ing truce negotiations at Pan-
munjom have been so long 
drawn out that there is no assur-
ance that they will have been 
concluded even by the time these 
• words reach print. What we have 
,. to say is, however, written on the 
assumption that the truce agree-
ment will have been concluded 
on essentially the terms whit'h 
both sides had agreed to by the 
.o end of July. 
What of the "peace" which 
f this truce promises? To those of 
us whose memories extend back 
to the days of the Spanish Civil 
War, this peace bears striking 
and uncomfortable resemblances 
to that which came to Spain at 
the end of that disastrous war. 
It was an eerie kind of peace, the 
peace of the graveyard. It was a 
peace without honor and, there-
fore, without the possibility of 
gallantry on the part of the de-
feated or magnanimity on the 
part of the victors. And it was 
peace in only one segment (and 
that a relatively unimportant 
segment) of the total battlefield. 
To a greater or lesser degree, 
the peace which the truce agree-
ment in Korea would establish 
seems distressingly similar to this 
Spanish peace. Korea has been 
devastated and will need a cen-
tury or more to recover from this 
war. The armies fought each 
other to a stand-still and, in the 
absence of victory on either side, 
there is little or no possibility of 
reuniting the divided country. If 
anything, the prospects of re-
union have been made even more 
remote by the war, for what had 
been merely an artificial line 
drawn along a parallel has now 
become a line, hallowed to the 
partisans on either side by the re-
membrance of many gallant ex-
ploits and by the sacrifice of 
many lives. And, finally, in 
Korea as in Spain, peace means 
only the cessation of hostilities in 
one small and relatively unim-
portant segment of a battle-field 
which extends all the way from 
the Elbe to the Japan Sea. 
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But having said all of that, 
there is still reason to be grate-
ful for a truce in Korea. We did 
accomplish, although many have 
forgotten what our original ob-
jectives were in Korea, what we 
set out to do. We did not, at the 
time we intervened in Korea, 
propose to re-unite Korea. We 
did not propose to destroy Com-
munist power on the Korean 
peninsula. Our announced pur-
pose at the time we intervened 
was to restore the status quo in 
Korea, to throw the invading 
North Koreans back across the 
38th parallel and prevent the 
forcible occupation of South 
Korea, whose integrity we had 
pledged to maintain. This we 
have done. A Pyrrhic victory it 
seems even to us, and certainly it 
must seem even more so to the 
dispossessed people of Korea. But 
it is victory, nevertheless. 
In the process of accomplish-
ing our very limited objective in 
Korea, we have done certain 
other things. We have met and 
badly hurt the best battle-ready 
troops of Communist China. We 
have honored our pledge to an 
Asiatic ally. We have given evi-
dence to our own allies that we 
are capable of honoring our 
promised word and, at the same 
time, of keeping our heads and 
not plunging emotionally ahead 
to involve the whole world in a 
war for which we and our allies 
are not yet prepared. We have 
learned things about the enemy 
which enable us to appraise him 
more realistically. And we have 
held the one small beachhead on 
the east coast of Asia which, if it 
had fallen to Communist power, 
would have poised a dagger at 
·l 
the heart of Japan. True enough, • 
we paid heavily for these accom-
plishments. Some would say that " 
we paid too heavily. Whether the 
price was fair or too high, it still 
remains true that we could not 
have afforded to let South Korea 
fall without our making an ef-
fort to save it. Had we done so, • 
Japan might well be gone by 
now and there would be no place .._ 
for us anywhere along the east-
ern coast of Asia. 
And so it is a cruel lie to say 
that those who died in Korea 
died in vain. The many have • 
often before in history lived be- ~ 
cause of the sacrifice of the few. 
To say that they died vainly is 
to say that their courage was 
mere recklessness and their de-
votion merely blind obedience. .. 
And that is a judgment which we 
are not entitled to speak. t 
... 
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By ALFRED R. LOOMAN 
If my bicycle hadn't been 
stolen some twenty years ago, I 
might not be WTiting a column 
today. At least, getting me to 
WTite one would have been 
more difficult. At the time of the 
theft, I was in the seventh grade 
and delivered a newspaper, the 
Illinois State Register, which was, 
and is, published in Springfield, 
Illinois. Copies of the Register 
were brought to our small town 
each day by truck. I delivered 
the paper to about sixty sub-
scribers on a route three miles 
long as the bicycle goes. When I 
had a bicycle it was only a mat-
ter of a half hour to "block" the 
papers, place them neatly in a 
bag, and cover the route. 
But one day, someone removed 
my bicycle from our garage ana: 
never returned it. My newspaper 
route was not sufficiently lucra-
tive to afford any type of new 
vehicle, so I covered the route on 
foot. It was all right for a day or 
two, but then the three miles 
seemed much longer and the 
time passed slowly. In one area 
particularly the houses were scat-
tered, and, in one case, I had a 
half mile walk between cus-
tomers. 
Before this I had never read 
much of the paper I was deliver-
ing, except for the comics ("Ella 
Cinders" was the reigning queen 
of the comic page at that time) 
and parts of the sport section. 
But to pass the time as I walked 
around the route, I started read-
ing the Register. The news, as 1 
recall, was not too exciting in 
those early depression days, so I 
moved on to the editorial page. 
Occupying the center of that 
page was a column written by 
V. Y. Dallman, who was tlien 
(and may still be) editor of the 
Register. I do not remember the 
title of his column but it had 
something to do with smiles. Mr. 
Dallman was very much in favor 
of smiling. He also had a yen for 
things nautical and made re-
peated mention of a Flagship. I 
think the readers were invited to 
come aboard his Flagship of 
Smiles. A picture of Mr. Dallman 
graced the top of the column and 
he was wearing a broad smile, 
which I am sure was genuine. 
What intrigued me about the 
column was that Mr. Dallman 
made it seem as if writing it 
were one of the simplest and 
most pleasurable of assignments. 
He did not discuss anything par-
ticularly profound. He merely 
talked about what he had been 
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doing and mentioned many 
Springfield people and told what 
they had been doing. 
And then to the right of Mr. 
Dallman was a columnist writing 
in a slightly different vein. This 
one was 0. 0. Mcintyre who 
wrote "New York Day by Day". 
It was not until many years later 
that I learned Mr. Mcintyre was 
the most successful columnist of 
the day with his column syndi-
cated in over 700 newspapers. 
For some reason-and it is a trTh-
ute to his skill-I had the im-
pression that he was writing 
the column just for the Register. 
Almost none of the names men-
tioned m "New York Day by 
Day" were familiar to me, but 
that was not a requisite for en-
joying the column. 
Naturally, most of his material 
was on the city of New York, 
how it looked at certain hours of 
the day, simple stories of its in-
habitants. And he talked a lot 
about himself and his dog. His 
description of the city was not an 
accurate one, as I discovered 
later, because 0. 0. Mcintyre 
wrote about the place as if he 
saw it filtered through a rather 
rosy haze. 
Again, what intrigued me was 
that he made writing a column 
seem very easy, personal, and en-
joyable. I resolved then that 
someday I would write a column. 
After all, one had only to sit 
down at a typewriter and write 
whatever came to mind. Nothing 
that I read in either of those two 
columns over the years ever indi-
cated that work might be con-
nected with writing something at 
specific intervals. 
A number of years later, I had 
my opportunity and took it. I 
had a column in a college paper 
that appeared on campus once a 
week. For the first two weeks I 
had plenty of material. In fact, 
I used up, in two weeks, all the 
material I had stored mentally 
over the years for just that pur-
pose. After a month on that 
column, I found, as have many 
others, that ideas come easily 
when they are not needed, but 
when one is face to face with an 
inanimate typewriter, they flee. 
I should have known better when 
I was approached about this 
column. For a while I was a hold-
out. But the pull of V. Y. Dall-
man and 0. 0. Mcintyre was 
strong enough to overcome my 
objections. I could no longer re-
member the work involved in the 
writing discipline and could re-
call only how easy it had once 
seemed to me. And so, I am once 
more writing a column, and it 
might have been prevented if my 
bicycle hadn't been stolen. 
The editors were not explicit 
when they gave their description 
of what they wanted m this 
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were to write about something 
that interested me that particular 
month. Under those terms, I pre-
sume, no column will appear 
on uninteresting months. What 
will be covered in this column 
from month to month, I have no 
idea. If I write about what inter-
ests m~, it might be any of a 
thousand things. But I suspect 
it will be mostly about people, 
since people, as individuals, in-
terest me most. I have been for-
tunate in meeting a large num-
ber of interesting people but the 
problem will be to make them 
believable. A few of them seem 
quite fantastic when it comes to 
describing them. 
It is easier to say what this 
column will not contain. It will 
not feature stories of this young 
girl of whom we've heard so 
much recently in speeches and 
sermons. She is the young girl 
who is often brought in to illus-
trate some profound thought. 
You may have met her. None of 
the speakers I've heard do a very 
good job of describing her. All 
one really knows about her is 
that she is the most precocious 
child alive today. But I have a 
mental description of the girl. 
She is around eleven years old, 
wears a broad-brimmed hat with 
a streamer down the back, and 
she has a rather piercing stare. 
The other character in these 
well known person. Someone like 
Einstein, Kierkegaard, Lincoln, 
or Michaelangelo. The setting for 
the tableau about to take place 
is most frequently an art gallery, 
but it may be the great outdoors. 
As the story opens the great per-
son approaches a painting, or 
piece of sculpture, or an attrac-
tive landscape. For some reason 
he sees no particular significance 
in the object before him though 
he stares long and earnestly. 
This is the chance for our little 
girl. She hurries on from the 
wings where she has been wait-
ing impatiently. She asks the 
great man what the trouble is 
and he tells her. Then in one 
terse sentence she straightens him 
out (along with the audience). 
Either he is looking from the 
wrong angle, or in the wrong 
light, or else he approached the 
object from a too abstract point 
of view. Several things about this 
girl amaze me. She must have a 
terrifically high I. Q., though 
that isn't necessary in all cases 
for a child to make the abstract 
real or the difficult simple. But 
her answer is couched in just 
about the best grammatical form 
known today. The one sentence 
she gets out, before the speaker 
goes on with his point well made, 
contains such a wealth of wisdom 
with such an economy of phrase 
that she could be ranked with 
stories is always some great or the world's greatest writers if she 
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would only sit down and write 
instead of running all over the 
world. 
For she is a traveller. In the 
past few months, she has been 
reported, from the rostrum or 
the pulpit, in Italy, the United 
States, and twice in Germany. 
She is ageless apparently, be-
cause she has spoken to men who 
lived in several different cen-
turies. Still I am convinced it is 
the same little girl, and, I feel 
she is clever enough to have 
found a means of remaining 
eleven years old perenially. 
Perhaps she is a typical girl of 
eleven. I have had little direct 
experience with girls of that age 
since I was that age myself. But 
I do know some daughters of 
friends and they never come off 
with anything quite that clever. 
Most of my experience has been 
confined to the two small boys 
we have around ou - house. One 
of them speaks freely and has no 
compunction about approaching 
anyone, but he is not up to this 
little girl when it comes to ex-
pressing great wisdom in a few 
words. It is true that his father 
often can not think of a reason-
able answer to some of his ques-
tions until long after the child 
is asleep for the night, but that 
is undoubtedly a natural experi-
ence when there are small chil-
dren around. 
Perhaps the stories of this little 
girl are only a fad. Like the 
"shaggy dog" stories of a few 
years ago, they may just disap-
pear. But while she is the fad, 
this young lady is the envy of 
every speaker who ever wished he 
could say what he had to say in 
a concise manner, and of every 
actor wb.o ever dreamed of hav-
ing one single line with such 
punch that it stopped the show. 
For in these itories, the great 
man never has a come-back; 
mostly because the story is endeli 
so abruptly. After the sermon or 
lecture in which she appeared, I 
have tried to think of what I 
would have answered the little 
girl if it had all happened to me. 
For an answer seems required if 
only to uphold the dignity of 
age. Until recently I haven't 
thought of a thing to say to her. 
But now I am going to visit sev-
eral Art Museums in the hope 
she will show up. If she does, and 
delivers one of those punch lines 
to me, I am going to say, "Young 
lady, how would you like to con-
tribute to a column?" 
.. 
.,. 
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On Behalf of the 
~~under-Forty" Generation 
By JOHN STRIETELMEIER 
It is one of the ironies of our 
present situation that the gener-
ation which rather proudly la-
belled itself "the lost generation" 
and which spent or misspent its 
youth dancing the bunny-hug 
and drinking bath-tub gin has 
now, in its middle age, under-
taken the role of the moralist. 
Perhaps it is only natural that as 
the capacity for pleasurable sin 
declines, compensation should be 
sought in the condemnation of 
other people's sins. This would 
suggest an element, at least, of 
sour grapes in the criticisms 
which our elders are visiting 
upon the younger generation. Or 
it may be that the memory of a 
misspent youth bears fruit, in 
middle life, in a very real aware-
ness of the lasting effects of 
youthful indiscretions upon the 
whole of one's life, in which case 
our elders may be genuinely con-
cerned that we learn from their 
experience so that we may escape 
its consequences when we shall 
have arrived at their present age. 
Whatever the reason behind it 
all, it is obvious that the gener-
ation of our fathers is looking 
critically at our generation and 
is not altogether happy about 
what it sees. 
What is wrong with us? Well, 
the list as it has been compiled 
from several sources is a long 
one. We are charged with, among 
other things, a dangerous com-
placency, a lack of what another 
generation called get-up-and-go, 
a willingness to drift, an inability 
to go all out for an idea or an 
ideal, a bent toward escapism. It 
has been said that it is impossible 
even to get us really interested in 
anything, let alone enthusiastic 
about it. Significantly, we are 
charged with very few sins of 
commission. It is generally agreed 
that we are one of the most 
orderly, one of the best-behaved 
generations in the memory of 
man. It is the very fact that we 
do behave so well that causes 
many of our critics to wonder 
whether there is not something 
basically wrong with us. Youth, 
our critics say, should be a time 
of sowing a few wild oats, cham-
pioning a few dangerous causes 
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or ideas, and experimenting with 
a few possibly explosive new 
moral principles. Our allegea 
sins, then, appear to be sins of 
omission rather than sins of com-
mission. It is not what we have 
done that bothers our elders 
but what we have not done. We 
have not rebelled against author-
ity, we have not produced a mid-
century equivalent of the idea of 
companionate marriage, we have 
not danced the night through 
and shown up for our eight-
o'clock classes with gin on our 
breath and lipstick on our shirt 
collars. And this then, is taken 
as indication that the fire burns 
low and the sap runs slowly in 
our generation. 
There is, of course, nothing 
more bootless than for one gen-
eration to try to explain itself to 
another. Fathers have ' always 
seen the corrosive work of change 
and decay in their sons, and sons 
have always seen the last rem-
nants of a dying world in their 
fathers. That is why it is so silly 
for a father to pretend that he 
can be, in any very real way, a 
"buddy" or "pa.l" to his . son. 
Each generation lives under the 
spell of its own Golden Age, an 
age which for the older genera-
tion lies in a highly-fictionalized 
past and which, for the younger 
generation, lies always like a mi-
rage on the farthest horizon of 
the future. Communication be-
tween generations is possible, 
therefore, only in the things that 
neither generation holds closest 
to its heart. 
All this does not mean, of 
course, that we may easily dis-
miss criticism from our elders. If 
it is impossible for them to be 
truly objective about us, it is 
even less possible for us to be 
truly objective about ourselves. 
Their criticism must, then, be 
honestly received and honestly 
evaluated, not in the hope of 
finding excuses for what is wrong 
with us but in the hope of polic-
ing up our own lives, individu-
ally and collectively. This con-
fronts us with a psychological 
problem which is, as Professor 
Toynbee said of history, basically 
a theological problem. And I 
would be the last to suggest that 
any ideas I might bring forth 
could in any way be considered 
definitive contributions to the 
solution of tl1e problem. At most, 
they may serve as propositions 
from which to proceed in analyz-
ing what we are, what we are 
like! y to become, and what we 
ought to be. 
It is apparent, I think, that 
ours is not a religious genera-
tion. Irreligious means something 
quite different, of course, from 
immoral. Since each generation 
shapes its own morality, it would 
probably be impossible for us to 





SEPTFMBER ] 953 17 
less · moral · than other genera-
tions. When I say that we are ir-
religious, I mean that by and 
large our generation is only very 
little concerned with such mat-
ters as sin and punishment and 
atonement, with the nature of 
God and man, and with the re-
lation of man to God. We are 
absorbed in the observable. Our 
view of life is materialistic in the 
sense that it becomes more and 
more difficult for us, as we are 
surrounded by a growing mass of 
material things, to conceive of 
reality in anything other than 
physical, substantial terms. Con-
fronted by the impossibility of 
comprehending all of the things 
in our world which can be 
touched and felt and seen and 
tasted, we never get around to 
dealing with things invisible. 
Wonder and mystery, which have 
always constituted essential ele-
ments in man's make-up, have 
found sufficient outlet for many 
of us in the contemplation of the 
mysteries of the atom and the 
universe of Professor Einstein. It 
is very rare to find a member of 
our generation militantly deny-
ing the existence of God. Our 
generation simply finds the ques-
tion of God's existence irrelevant 
and immaterial in the light of 
the great mysteries of the physi-
cal universe which supply an 
adequate focus for our reverence 
and wonder. 
But this · situation has a re-
verse face. Where the capacity for 
reverence exists, it may be turned 
toward its proper object. The 
scientist who has learned to stand 
silent and reverent before the 
profound mysteries of the uni-
verse can be very easily pushed 
the rest of the distance to the 
Mystery of mysteries which 
stands behind the mystery of the 
universe, to God. The soul for 
whom there is little or no hope 
is the soul which sees nothing 
more in the universe than a dog 
sees in a bone, a thing to be used 
at will, to be judged only by its 
effects upon the taste buds. And 
that leads us to a consideration 
of the second characteristic of 
our generation or of at least a 
major element within it, vul-
garity. 
By vulgarity, I do not mean 
obscenity. I mean what Chester-
ton meant when he wrote in one 
of his best essays that vulgarity 
involves an unwarranted famili-
arity in one's approach to sacred 
things, and a too-great facility in 
talking about them. By that defi-
nition, ours must certainly be 
about as vulgar a generation as 
has yet been produced. You have 
only to look at the Hit Parade to 
see what I mean. I may be Vic-
torian in my ideas of propriety, 
but it still seems to me that what-
ever it is a man may feel toward 
a woman, or vice-versa, was never 
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meant to be bleated from the 
housetops or moaned about over 
a public-address system. The 
courthouse lawn is not the place 
for either courtship or seduction. 
And yet it is nearly impossible to 
get a quick cup of coffee in a 
restaurant nowadays without 
being invited to share the agonies 
of unrequited love with some 
disembodied voice issuing from 
a juke box. And one might go 
down the line with examples of 
the cheapening of all of the other 
great ideals which good people 
have always found it so very dif-
ficult to talk about easily and 
fluently. Patriotism, for instance, 
has been watered down to a 
"God Bless America" sentiment-
ality. The dignity of the person 
and his right to privacy have all 
but disappeared under the con-
stant pressure upon the gossip-
columnists to bare more and 
more personal trivia in the pub-
lic press. The very real attrac-
tiveness of the human body has 
been cheapened by "cheesecake"' 
and the Esquire sort of art which, 
in overemphasizing certain parts 
of the human anatomy, has cre-
ated an ideal which, if it existed 
in reality, would be grotesque. 
For vulgarity there is no cure less 
radical than the cure for dope. 
It simply has to be abandoned, 
and the sooner the better for, 
like dope, it progressively de-
stroys the organism that harbors 
it. 
The third valid cnuc1sm 
which, I think, could be made of 
our generation is that it is a 
humorless generation. The very 
fact that you and I are trying to 
... 
... be objective in looking at our-selves and our generation may 
not be an altogether healthy ,. 
thing. Perhaps it would be better 
if we knew ourselves well enough 
to sit and enjoy a good, healthy 
laugh at each other and let it go 
at that. 
Without a sense of humor, one 
can hardly hope to really under-
stand anything, whether it be his 
wife, his instructors, the political 
system, or theology. For in its es-
sence, humor 1s recognition of 
and pity for the absurd. And 
surely one of the first jobs one 
must do in working toward truth 
is to separate the things that are 
tremendously serious and true 
from the things that are monu-
mentally absurd. From the in-
ability to make such a distinction 
come many of the weak points 
in our proclamation of the Chris-
tian Gospel. Confusing the true 
and the absurd, we often soft-
pedal great truths which appear 
to be somewhat absurd (such as 
the idea of demonic possession) 
and get very serious about monu-
mental absurdities (such as the 
idea of the inherent dignity of 
m.an). He that sitteth in the 
.. 
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heavens may laugh, but it is con-
sidered bad form to preach a 
humorous sermon. Better to 
sleep ii;t church than to laugh in 
church. · 
In the fourth place, I think 
that our generation may properly 
be charged with having failed to 
develop a sense of high destiny. 
I asked one of our freshmen 
what he considered the greatest 
weakness of his generation and 
his answer was that it was too 
self-satisfied. That is only an-
other way of saying that it has no 
real sense of destiny. Worse than 
that, it is considered bad form to 
be concerned with the possibil-
ity of rising above the general-
ity of mankind to a place of 
greatness and leadership. It may 
be urged with some measure of 
truth that the ideal of our age is 
a comfortable mediocrity and, 
conversely, that the one unfor-
giveable sin of our age is to dare 
to be an individual. Perhaps we 
have tasted too much of the bit-
ter grapes that grow upon the 
vine of uncontrolled ambition. 
Perhaps we have seen too closely 
the ruins that mark the trail of 
the several men of destiny wlio 
have arisen in this twentieth cen-
tury. What is harder to see is 
the slow decay of a culture witn-
in which the urge to greatness 
and excellence has been lost. Hu-
mility, rightly defined, is one of 
the cardinals virtues. But too 
much of what passes as humility 
in our time is a reluctance to 
give up the security and anony-
mity and companionship of the 
herd. We want desperately to be 
liked. We want desperately to be 
good joes. There is a warmth 
and companionship on the 5:45 
commuter special that is not 
found in the White House or at 
the collective bargaining table or 
on the intellectual firing line. 
And so we excuse ourselves, like 
Moses, by claiming to be very 
ordinary people who have no 
special capacities for leadership, 
all the while forgetting that most 
of the great men and women of 
the past were ordinary people 
who made extraordinary re-
sponses to the challenge of their 
situation. If examples are re-
quired, I would suggest the 
young shepherd boy named 
David, or the Jewish girl named 
Esther, or the frail Augustinian 
monk Luther, or the simple back-
woodsman Lincoln. Not a single 
one of these was born with a 
halo around his head or some 
strange mark on his forehead. 
Every one of these might have 
excused himself from accepting 
his destiny. Their excuses would 
have been no more invalid than 
the excuses we offer. But there 
is no value in laboring this point. 
If we are resolutely determined 
to remain mediocre, even God 
Himself can not force us to be 
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great. But if God can not find 
among His people those who are 
willing to accept the burdens 
and loneliness of high position, 
be assured that Hell has no lack 
of willing candidates. The politi-
cal corruption whiCh some Chris-
tians find so distressing that they 
do not even want to think about 
it is, to a much greater degree 
than we like to admit, the direct 
responsibility of the nice, humble 
Christian folk who were afraid 
to aspire to positions of temporal 
leadership lest they give the ap-
pearance of being lacking in hu-
mility. 
In connection with this, there 
is considerable evidence that our 
generation is singularly deficient 
in another essential characteristic 
of mankind at its best, the gift of 
imagination. We are the captives 
of our technology and we look 
to the technicians to keep some 
sort of control over the systems 
and the machines that we have 
devised. And so we have the 
phenomenon of the expert with 
his charts and graphs, his stand-
ard operating procedures and his 
measuring sticks. No one designs 
Utopias any more, no one (ex-
cept the science fiction writers, 
God bless them) dreams up myth-
ical places and mythical beings. 
And why not? Why, because 
these things aren' t "practical". 
And we must, at all costs, be 
practical. We can't take time 
from learning about what things 
are to · try to picture things as 
they might be. The practical man 
doesn't try to change the world. 
He adjusts himself to the world 
as it is. He does not, like old Wi1-
liam Blake, waste his time dream-
ing about building Jerusalem in 
England's green and pleasant 
land when it is so much easier 
and so much more profitable to 
turn England's green and pleas-
ant land into a gigantic sweat-
shop turning out gadgets at a 
unit profit of three shillings. 
And it is on precisely this 
score that our educational sys-
tem comes in for its most serious 
indictment. The most imprac-
tical thing educators ever did 
was to introduce "practical" sub-
jects and "practical" curricula 
into the structure of education. 
It was this development that 
gave us journalists who know all 
of the rules of effective writing 
but have nothing to write about; 
teachers who know all of the 
techniques of effective teaching 
but know little about the little 
people whom they teach; scien-
tists who know how to build 
murderous devices but seemingly 
could not imagine, until it was 
too late, what these devices might 
do to mankind. We sacrificed the 
breadth and depth of the old hu-
mane learning with its emphasis 
upon the nature of things for 
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of specialization with its empha-
sis upon the function of things. 
And now we feel obliged to keep 
things functioning even though 
we are not, in every case, quite 
sure why they should function at 
all. 
And now the last of the criti-
cisms which, I think, might prop· 
erly be leveled against our gen-
eration. It may seem strange that 
one should attempt to maintain 
that ours is a generation which 
hardly knows the meaning of 
love, let alone how one goes 
about loving. The dust-jackets of 
our best sellers, the ads for our 
movies, the appeals in our adver-
tising are full of references to 
love, and if there is any cliche 
which still has the force of gospel 
it is the old bromide that "love 
makes the world go 'round". As 
the advertising men know all too 
well, love will sell hair tonic, 
cemetery lots, dynaflow trans-
missions, goat gland tonics, and 
even defense bonds. But just 
what kind of love is this? 
Please don't misunderstand 
me. I am quite sure that the 
capacity for love IS as great 
among people in our age group 
as it has ever been in any gener-
ation. But we are all mixed up 
on what love means. Dr. Freud 
pulled the rug out from under 
Victorian romanticism and we 
are still trying to reassemble the 
shattered pieces. At the moment, 
a great many of us are not sure 
whether love is just another 
name for lust, or a sublimation 
of lust, or something beyond lust. 
The great definition of love as 
it recurs over and over again in 
the first epistle general of St. 
John has been blurred and al-
most obliterated by the creeping 
bestialization of man which has 
been one of the incidental by-
products of Darwinian evolution. 
The attempt to make human 
love a thing independent of its 
source in the love of God was 
doomed as inevitably to failure 
as would be an attempt to make 
the light of the moon independ-
ent of its source in the radiance 
of the sun. Without the con-
tinuing motivation of divine 
love, all human love can be, at 
best, only a kindly manifestation 
of selfishness. For to say that we 
love another person because of 
his beauty or his kindness or his 
personality or his generosity or 
for any other virtue is, finally, to 
say simply that we love him for 
those qualities in him which give 
us pleasure. It is only against the 
background of divine love that 
we can love another person m 
spite of the things in him that 
displease us. 
These, then, are the cnt1c1sms 
which I, at least, am willing to 
accept as valid criticisms of our 
generation, which means that in 
greater or lesser measure I ac-
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cept them as cntiCisms of myself 
as a member of this generation. 
But having accepted them, where 
do we go from here? What do we 
do about them? 
I could, at this point, become 
very trite and say that we can get 
converted. That would, of course, 
be the perfect solution, but con· 
version is not our work but the 
work of the Holy Spirit and, 
moreover, it is individuals, not 
generations, that experience the 
miracle of conversion. As a solu-
tion for the problem of our gen-
eration conversion is, then, an 
ideal solution but a practical 
impossibility. 
The best we can hope for, in a 
practical way, I suspect, is a psy-
chological revolution-a reshuf-
fling of our values and a re-
direction of our interests. A new 
and fresh look at our world and 
at our place in it might spare us 
the ulcers and frustrations and 
loneliness that are the symptoms 
of our deep dissatisfaction with 
the world as it is. But it will not 
be easy, of course, to reverse the 
trend of things and it will not be 
possible at all unless we have at 
least some vague idea of a bet-
ter kind of world. 
Here, it seems to me, is where 
we who claim to be Christians 
come in. With all of our limita-
tions, with all of our weaknesses, 
yes even with all of our sins we 
still are, or ought to be, the city 
set on a hill, the light that 
shines from a candlestick. If we 
cannot supply our generation 
with the vision of a better world, 
then there is no one on God's 
earth who can. And if, having the 
ability, we lack the will and the 
consecration to do so, then our 
damnation IS just indeed. For 
much has been given to us and 
of us shall much be required. 
The specific contributions 
which each one of us can and 
should make can not, of course, 
be laid down by any one indi-
vidual or by any group. Each one 
of us must find his spot and the 
work that he can do best. And 
each one of us must bring to that 
spot and to that work a conscious-
ness of divine vocation. We must 
walk as kings upon the earth, 
guiding the blind, lifting up 
those who have fallen, encour-
aging the weak, relieving the suf-
fering and afflicted, and ~etting 
for all men a model and example 
of what man can and should be 
at his highest and best. We must 
quit trying to get by with one 
foot securely anchored in the 
things of this world and one foot 
tentatively wiggling toward heav-
en. We must abandon the an-
cient heresy that one can hold 
associate membership in the com-
munion of saints. We must, as 
one writer has put it, outlive, 
outwork, and outdie the world. 




SEPTEMBER 1953 23 
means that if we are geologists, 
we must be better geologists than 
the children of this world; if we 
are housewives, we must be bet-
ter housewives than the children 
of this world; if we are soldiers, 
we should be winning the medals 
for heroism; if we are mountain 
climbers, we should be tackling 
the peaks that have not yet been 
climbed; if we are writers, we 
should be writing rings around 
the New Yorker staff. In short, 
whatever we may be doing, we 
should be setting our sights on 
nothing short of absolute excel-
lence, not for its own sake but 
for the sake of our God Whose 
glory can not be manifested to 
men by the mean and shabby 
and vulgar but only by the very 
best. 
The immediate effect of such 
an example would be to give the 
lie, once for all, to the notion 
that man is essentially nothing 
more than a reasoning beast. It 
would restore man to his God-
given position as master of the 
physical world and it would re-
store to the human will and in-
telligence their God-given dignity 
as agents for determining the 
shape of things to come. More 
than that, we can not do. Beyond 
that, there is only the will and 
the mercy of God. But it seems to 
me that the record of history in-
dicates that where man has given 
the best that he has in him, God 
has been liberal in His blessing. 
And if that has been true in the 
past, why should we not hope 
that it will be true in the yeats 
remaining to our generation? 
I know not if a day is ever to come when the nature of 
right freedom will be understood, and when men will see 
that to obey another man, to labour for him, yield reverence 
to him or to his place, is not slavery. It is often the best 
kind of liberty-liberty from care. The man who says to 
one, Go, and he goeth, and to another, Come, and he com-
eth, has, in most cases, more sense of restraint and diffi-
culty than the man who obeys him. 
-JoHN RusKIN 
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A eompariSOH: 
Higher Education in the U.S. 
and in latin America 
B)l FRED p ANKOW 
"You're one of the eight new 
American students?" 
"Yes, Sir." 
"How long have you been in 
Cuba?" 
"Me? Three weeks." 
will then help them to avoid 
mistakes that universities in 
other countries have made-in-
~ludi~g cl_erical censorship in free 
mvesttgatwn or the demanding 
of loyalty oaths. 
"The American way of life is 
boringly natural and obvious 
while you're in it," observes 
Pastor Herman Glienke of Trin-
ity Chapel in Havana. "But when 
you look at it from the outside 
"Well, let me tell you some-
thing. Don't get angry. I've been 
watching you. You're too serious! 
On this island you c;in be a revo-
lutionary, a thief, a dope-peddler, 
a murderer-anything you like. 
But you mustn't be serious." and d~aw comparisons, it all 
This chat took place between seems like a wonderful miracle." 
a Cuban lad and a Washington .. , . The ~arne can be ~aid of Amer-
U. graduate doing additional tcan htgher educatiOn, as John 
work at Havana University (we'll Jone.s' experience~ will show. And 
call the latter John Jones). The cre~tt for much mformative rna-
conversation doesn't reflect the tenal used in this article is here-
feeling of most Latin American by given to Professors Elias En-
students; but it ·does point to a tralgo and Jorge Manach of Ha-
series of interesting problems vana _lJniversity, and to Profes-
that deserve comparative study. so_r Rtcardo Castaneda Paganini 
Americans will have a better of San Carlos University in Guat-
understanding of their own sys- emala. 
tern .of highe~ education if they I. The Latin System 
lay It alongstde that of Latin It was the first Monday in 
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self out of bed promptly at 6:50, 
grabbed his usual blue tie, and 
dashed over to the Liberal Arts 
Hall-hoping to "get his foot into 
the door" before the conscien-
tious History of Cuba prof locked 
it as precisely 7:00 A.M. To his 
surprise, the building was de-
serted. 
"What's going on here?" he 
stuttered out in bad Spanish to 
the janitor. 
"Don't you read the papers? 
Whole University is on strike to-
day because the U.S. won't give 
Puerto Rico its independence." 
John was bewildered. 
"Just so they don't start throw-
ing rocks at me," he thought. 
Everyone looked like a poten-
tial murderer during the next 
four days of classes. 
On the following Monday he 
found five busses rammed up the 
University stairway. 
"Oh, what a horrible acci-
dent!" he commented to a passer-
by. 
"Rahal You new around here? 
No accident, boy. The bus com-
pany wanted to raise the fare one 
cent, and the students decided to 
protest. They overpowered five 
drivers and wrecked their busses. 
The cops took over the company 
this morning to save it from the 
students; but the busses are so 
hard to handle in the narrow 
streets that the policemen have 
already smashed up more than 
the students did:" 
John didn't go to classes all 
day. He locked his apartment 
door and phoned the American 
Embassy . 
"Am I safe here?" he inquired. 
"Don't worry about a thing," 
the Vice-Consul laughed. "The 
students like to go on a tear oc-
casionally. Long as you don't pro-
voke them, they won't harm 
you." 
Things went back to normal 
after a few days. But on the suc-
ceeding Tuesday the University 
was again deserted. A lone stu-
dent coming down the staircase 
explained: 
"No classes for three clays. The 
Greek Professor died. Seventy-
two hours mourning." 
Two weeks after that, John 
once more found himself the 
only scholar on the campus. 
Finally he spotted a policeman. 
"Senor Policia, perdoname, bu·t 
aren't they having classes today?" 
"National Holiday." 
"But that's the fifth National 
Holiday they've celebrated since 
the school term started two 
months ago! Why, last summer 
I sweat over a Spanish exam at 
Washington University on the 
Fourth of July! When do these 
stupid fools ever study?" 
The policeman looked offend-
ed. John knew he had said too 
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much. "Why can't I keep my trap 
shut," he thought. 
After a while, John began to 
like the bi-weekly strikes and 
holidays. They gave him time to 
date senoritas from his Latin 
American Literature class. 
"Nothing like them at home," 
he mused. But he wondered if 
they were born extra friendly, or 
if they were just out to get one 
of those "millionaire Americans.~' 
They assured him that no one 
went to the university "only to 
study." 
March 10, 1952, was a memor-
able day in John's life. Batista 
had just taken over the country 
in a lightning revolution, and 
the students shouted from half-a-
dozen loud-speakers: "Down with 
dictatorship! Long live the 1940 
Constitution! Die before you sur-
render to Batista!" 
Yet everyone knew that the 
crowds of soldiers on every street 
corner would quickly subdue any 
irrational student rebellions. 
The following months marked 
chronic encounters between stu-
dents and Federal Police. The 
former organized bottle-throwing 
and clubbing demonstrations 
against the latter. But John 
knew his classmates didn't have 
a chance. Bullet wounds and 
public disrespect were the only 
things they gained. 
"Who is the leader of these 
immature rabble-rousers?" he 
queried. "Certainly can't be any-
one very intelligent." 
"Watch it, americana. I would-
n't say that. Two of the leaders 
happen to be Prof. Garcia Bar-
cena and the son of the Univers-
ity president. Another prof just 
challenged a fellow to a sword 
duel to the death for spouting off 
like that." 
"Sorry. My mistake." 
II. Reasons For The 
Latin System 
John quit school at the end of 
the term to take up writing. 
Several professors had promised 
to help him understand Latin 
American education-provided 
John didn't exaggerate matters 
in his articles about Cuba. 
"First of all," observed one 
(we'll call him Dr. Rodriguez), 
"some arrogant Americans draw 
the wrong conclusions about our 
faculty and students. We have a 
few undesirables among our pro-
fessors, but most of them are 'on 
the ball,' especially in the school 
of medicine. Don't forget: it was 
a Cuban Doctor-Carlos Finlay-
that discovered yellow fever's 
cause, through the voluntary 
death of his nurse, Clara Maass, 
from the Lutheran Hospital in 
Newark. You probably know the 
story. 
"And just because you saw 150 
pupils smashing University furni-
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15,000 are like that. Those 150 
are 'born leaders' and look for an 
outlet for their surplus energies. 
Our student organization wants 
activity, and the most dangerous 
kind becomes the most interest-
ing. You have football. We don't; 
we have revolutions." 
Dr. Rodriguez continued: 
"Then, again, you fellows al-
ways look at us with Anglo-Saxon 
eyes. You're taught respect and 
discipline from childhood, and 
therefore expect the same of us. 
But it's like a movie actor put 
it: 
" 'Americans stand in line for 
several blocks to get into a 
movie; but if there are more than 
two hot-blooded Latins at the 
box-office, one might expect a 
fist-fight. Americans put up the 
sign: Don't spit on the floor, and 
no one spits on the floor; Latins 
put up the sign: Don't spit on 
the floor, and the people spit at 
the sign.' " 
"Another thing you forget," 
he stated, "is that the U. S. is 
fantastically huge. It has a vigor-
ous economy with wide distribu-
tion. Nearly any high school grad 
can find work. 
"But try getting a job here. 
You need a miracle. More than 
half of our labor force is chronic-
ally unemployed.'' 
"But professor, wha.t's that got 
to do with the University?" 
''I'm getting to that. Our 
youth has nothing else to do but 
go to the University. Tuition is 
free or at the most, fifty-five dol-
lars a year. There's no money to 
foster debating, clubs, or sports. 
So a pupil who hadn't planned 
to study anyway, gets mixed up 
in politics and social reform. He 
shouts for values that are con-
spicuous by their absence. One 
month he is an ardent liberal, 
the next a semi-conservative; tbe 
third month he's a communist, 
and by the fourth month he has 
probably turned fascist. He's all 
dressed up with no place to go.'' 
"And yet, don't you think that 
has its merits, Professor? Ameri-
can students don't have any po· 
litical sense at all.'' 
"Well, John, we wouldn't want 
our students to be as submissive 
as you folks are. They need to be 
a check on the government. Inci-
dentally, that's why a dictator 
worries about student attitudes; 
he remembers that the 1933 Rev-
olution was successfully led by 
the students. But I wish they 
wouldn't go to so many extremes 
on so many different occasions.'' 
"One last question, Dr. Rod-
riguez.'' 
"O.K.'' 
"Why so many 
strikes?" 
student 
"There are opinions on that. I 
think it's partly a cultural lag as-
sociated with the many saints' 
days we had to (or wanted to) 
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observe. Until more recent dec-
ades, our University was under 
clerical control. The students re-
belled against censorship of free 
investigation. Just imagine: every 
book had to be approved by the 
church; and every prof had to 
take a sort of 'loyalty oath' to 
the religious and political tenets 
of the administration. 
"After we finally obtained lay 
administration, however, the stu-
dents still wanted their 'saints 
days': so when they strike, they 
may be just as interested in a 
holiday as in the cause they 
claim to support." 
John felt he had all the infor-
mation Dr. Rodriguez could pro-
vide, so he decided to pay a short 
visit to his other professor-friend 
(we'll call him Dr. Fernandez). 
"What do you think of your 
colleague's statements, Doctor? 
He seems to be rather anti-
church." 
·"Not anti-church. Just anti-
clerical. But I think Rodriguez 
forgot the main point: the uni-
versities of any country are only 
a reflection of national life in 
general. The French, Italian, and 
Spanish universities may run 
smoothly when times are good; 
bu let internal disturbances 
come, and the students become 
just as wild as we. 
"I admit the Scandinavian 
countries don't have such student 
outbursts; but that's because 
their society is well-organized 
and the socio-economic problems 
are largely solved." 
"So Latin universities will re-
main what they are till the coun-
tries themselves attain a greater 
social intergration?" 
"That's the idea." 
John then asked the sixty-four 
~ollar question: 
"How can you change a 
country?" 
And he got the sixty-four dol-
lar answer: 
"Only by changing the indi-
viduals." 
"And do you think religion 
could change the individuals?" 
"No! That is, not the kind 
we've had here for the last four 
centuries." 
"How about the kind they 
have in the Scandinavian coun-
tries and in most parts of the 
U.S.?" 
"Hmmm. I see what you mean. 
Well, who knows?" 
III. The American System 
and Its Explanation 
John felt good. He thought he 
had solved a problem. He had 
studied the Latin system: and in 
doing so, he knew why American 
universities were what they were. 
He jotted down three reasons. 
I) American Higher Education 
Believes in Competition. The 
U.S. has literally hundreds of 
universities. Latin countries sel-
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The private institutions, often 
founded by Protestant churches, 
tend to have a high prestige; 
they can attract both students 
and legacies. 
A poor but hard-working chap 
can obtain a scholarship. He 
learns to love his school. If he 
later prospers in the business 
world, he remembers his Alma 
Mater and perhaps sends a 
sizable donation occasionally. 
The state universities want to 
rival the private institutions. 
They need the good will of die 
officials and taxpayers. They re-
quire professors to teach well and 
students to study hard. They get 
rid of parasites. The "once a 
prof, always a prof" rule of Latin 
America is not as applicable to 
American faculty members. 
American professors want their 
contract renewed. Thus they try 
to improve their position and 
their effectiveness to society. 
A Cuban student once read 
the following notice in the press: 
"American University Profes-
sor Discovers Disease Germ After 
Thirty Years' Research." 
And to this he commented: 
"Spend thirty years looking for 
a bug? If I were a scientist and 
couldn't find him in thirty min-
utes, I'd go on to something 
else." 
2) American Higher Education 
Doesn't Interfere With} but Rath-
er Assists} Good Government. 
Despite occasional scandals, 
American public officials are 
usually honest and interested in 
their job. Federal administration 
is not an utter calamity. Univers-
ities lend their facilities for the 
advancement of government in-
terests. On the other hand, 
Cuban students must protest: 
"Down with the president that 
stole $174,000,000 from the pub-
lic treasury. Down with Machado, 
the blood-thirsty dictator." 
American students have less to 
protest about. They prefer to 
take good government for grant-
ed or to leave it for maturer 
minds. They find study, work, or 
sports more interesting than poli-
tics. 
3) The Gospel has a Greater 
Impact Upon American Profes-
sors and Students. 
There are atheists and agnos-
tics galore in the U.S., but they 
ordinarily do not place the clergy 
into the same class with con-
querors and oppressors. They do 
not find gold-decorated cathe-
drals abounding among thatched-
roof and floor-less huts. 
Foundations and legacies to 
help needy students and to fur-
ther research for mankind's bene-
fit, are extremely rare in Latin 
America; but they are common 
in a country founded by Protes-
tants. 
John concluded that the Latin 
American students had just as 
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superior brains as U.S. scholars; 
but circumstances didn't always 
permit them to use their intelli-
gence. Hence the philosophy: 
"Study can't and shouldn't be 
the students' major activity." 
He felt that their system pro-
vided little competition, other 
than fighting for the crumbs that 
fell from the rich man's table. 
So why try to advance one's self? 
Dr. Raimundo Lazo of Havana 
U. had said: "Our institutions of 
higher learning are a lie with a 
lot of ceremony." 
The American student, on the 
other hand, tends to respect his 
country's universities. He doesh't 
need a saber cut on the cheek to 
prove his worth. He is accepted 
for his academic interests. When 
he's not working his way through 
school, he's probably busy on the 
student council, or debating or 
playing basketball. 
Of course, North Americans 
can learn from Latins, too. The 
friendliness and courtesy so typi-
cal of Central and South Ameri-
ca contrasts with the business-like 
spirit of the Yankees. Yet, as Cme 
observer remarked, "We Cubans 
need less courtesy and more sin-
cerity." 
U.S. students don't have much 
fi esta spirit or political "sense" 
when compared with Latin 
Americans, but they do as a rule 
love their profession, their school. 
their country. 
And that makes American stu-
dents and universities what they 
are! 
The provlSlon in nature of infinity ever present to us is 
an immense help. No man can look up to the stars at night 
and reflect upon what lies behind them without feeling that 
the tyranny of the senses is loosened, and the tyranny, too, 
of the conclusions of his logic. The beyond, and the be-
yond, ·let us turn it over as we may, let us consider it as a 
child considers it, or by the light of the newest philosophy, 
is a constant, visible warning not to make our minds the 
measure of the universe. Underneath the stars what dreams, 
what conjectures arise, shadowy enough, it is true; but one 
thing we cannot help believing as irresistibly as if by geo-
metrical deduction-that the sphere of that understanding o[ 






SEJ>TF.MBER 1953 31 




By WILLIAM H. BAAR 
The better I get to know some 
of our old, German and Scandi-
navian Lutheran people, the 
more I realize that they have a 
kind of faith that we American 
Lutherans do not have. True, we 
are all Lutherans, but there is 
a great difference between most 
old European Lutherans and 
young American Lutherans. You 
might say, at once, that our older 
people had the advantage of 
daily religious instruction in the 
school, and that they naturally 
learned more about the Lutheran 
faith. But this is far from the 
whole story. In former times, the 
Lutheran home played a large 
role in the religious life of the 
child. Luther wrote his cate-
chisms in order to assist the Head 
of the House in teaching ti1e 
Christian faith. Luther's Morn-
ing and Evening prayers, as well 
as his prayers at the table, were 
taken from the current Augus-
tinian usage. When Luther ad-
vised men to leave the monastery 
and establish homes and families, 
he did not mean that the re-
ligious life should be abandoned. 
He was trying to say that the re-
ligious life was for everyone! The 
full vigor of the Gospel with its 
demand for a true following of 
Christ was for all. Thus every 
home should be a "Religious 
House"! There was no dividing 
of the sacred and the secular. 
Christ was Lord of t.l\e Home as 
well as of the Church. He was 
Lord of daily life as well as life 
on Sunday. Every home was a 
little school and a little Church, 
and every father was a priest in 
his own household. 
These ideas in practice made 
the Lutheran home something 
new and different. Hymns were 
learned and sung; the catechism 
and the creeds were recited. 
Morning and Evening prayer, as 
distinguished from private pray-
er, was offered by the whole 
family. The Church year was 
celebrated in the home, and 
Church art found an honored 
place. Behind these forms, the 
true spirit of Lutheranism 
emerged. Our faith was taught 
and lived as a constant every-day 
relationship to God. Marriage 
and the family were glorified. 
Men looked upon their daily 
work as a divinely chosen calling. 
Parents felt responsible to God 
for the spiritual as well as the 
temporal welfare of their chil-
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dren. God and work clothes, re-
ligion and the daily task went 
together. 
The source and inspiration of 
this way of life was the Church. 
The Sacraments and Rites of the 
Church marked the high-points 
of the life of each individual. 
Baptisms and confirmations were 
items of joy in the whole com-
munity. The High Festivals of 
the Church were the community 
holidays. As every home was to 
be a "religious house", so every 
parish was to be a true "religious 
community." When Luther took 
Matins and Vespers from the 
monastic hours of worship, he in-
tended to make every parish 
Church a center for the daily of-
fering of divine praise. As every 
Christian is commanded to offer 
everything to God, so every 
parish exists as a religious fellow-
ship for the praise of God. 
Naively, Luther taught that 
people should set their work 
aside and come to Church every 
time the Church-bell rang. This 
implied worship in the Church 
as a daily, rather than a weekly 
or semi-annual experience. 
Now we in America under the 
impetus of two world wars have 
thrown off the European mantle 
as quickly as possible. However, 
acting somewhat impulsively, we 
have thrown off much good with 
what may have been bad. We 
have been forced by the Consti-
tution of our country to give up 
religion in the schools. It has 
been our own choice that we 
have given up religion in the 
home. Except for private prayer 
and prayers at meal-time, there 
is little offering of praise in our 
homes. There is very little Chris-
tian instruction. Even where 
parents try to have family devo-
tions, their efforts are often 
marked by a conspicuous lack of 
success. Just the names of our de-
votional books tell why we fail, 
"One Minute with God", "A Sen-
tence for Each Day." What a far 
cry this is from the joyous cele-
bration of the Church Year, the 
Advent wreath, the singing of 
hymns, and psalms, the reciting 
of the creeds. The mother in the 
family usually leads this "minute 
with God", which seems to indi-
cate, either that she is the Head 
of the House, or that religion is 
primarily for women. The rest of 
our homes, where no family wor-
ship is held at all, give the im-
pression that religion is just for 
Sunday at 11 o'clock, that the 
pastor is a professional pray-er, 
and that one can only praise God 
when one is all dressed up. 
The worst sign of all, however, 
is the mass apostacy of our chil-
dren from the Church Services. 
We seem to have created the im-
pression that the Church Services 
are just for adults. I hope that it 
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m New England the children · ciplined enough to attend our 
simply do not come to Church, short fifty to sixty minute Serv-
and there even seems to be some ices. 
question among the learned as 
to whether they slilould. I am 
sorry to have to use the word 
"apostacy" but I think that our 
situation can be described in no 
other way. Many of our people 
seriously believe that Sunday 
School is for Children, and 
Church Services are for adults. 
This is a completely novel idea 
and is as wrong as it can be. 
Brief, hurried devotions and 
twenty minutes of the Christian 
Growth Series, once a week, will 
never impress our children with 
the importance of the Christian 
faith, much less indoctrinate 
them in it. Parents are always 
telling me how exceptionally 
bright they think this younger 
generation is. They must be re-
ferring to radio and television 
wise-cracks and Wild West. Per-
sonally, on the basis of children 
observed in confirmation class, I 
think that we have never come 
closer to producing religious il-
literates than in these last years. 
Judging just in a practical way, 
many of our old Lutherans were 
out making their own living at 
an age when we were lying 
around reading comic books. In 
times past, small children could 
sit through long services. These 
little "geniuses" that we are pro-
ducing today are not even dis-
What I wish to say, primarily, 
is that our Lutheran Church is 
going to be a very different 
Church twenty years from now, 
if we keep going in our present 
direction. Our generation of in-
formed, practicing German and 
Scandinavian Lutherans will be 
gone. We have learned in Ameri-
ca through bitter experience 
what happens to our land when 
we cut down our forests without 
replacing them. I think that that 
figure applies to our Church. 
Our Lutheran faith which should 
permeate all of life, which has a 
hymnology and a worship all its 
own, a family piety that is dis-
tinctive, an outlook on daily 
work that makes work joyous,-
our Lutheran faith which has 
produced scholars, artists, arti-
sans, craftsmen, pastors, farmers, 
magistrates,-of a quality un-
equalled among other denomina-
tions-can become just another 
Protestant sect. I shudder to 
think of what our Lutheran 
faith would be like if our Church 
had to take its place beside the 
Rotary, Kiwanis, and the Garden 
Club, as one social organization 
among others; if our worship had 
to compete with sacred concerts 
and plays on radio and televi-
sion, as if edification and enter-
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tainment were the goals of divine 
praise. 
what the Sacraments are; that 
we have seen what the real 
Lutheran home and Church can 
and should be. 
Before we lose our old Luther-
ans-or just push them aside as 
foreign and strange-we had bet-
ter learn from them the songs, 
the teachings, the customs, the 
piety, the faith that they have 
lived by. We had better make 
sure that we really know what 
the Lutheran Church is and 
I am sorry at the funeral of 
every one of the faithful, old 
Lutherans that I have known, be· 
cause in their passing, I think, 
we are losing more than we can 
now realize. 
OLIVE AND VINE 
Some blessings that will later most delight us 
Are no wise beautiful at first beholding. 
Remember how these olives, warped and witchy, 
Hobbled through ruins, with crackled bells in their laughter, 
Then, lovelier than in any tales of magic, 
Poured their gold oil in every wound and fissure. 
Remembe1 00, the vine-stock, gnarled and brutal 
As a centurion's cudgel: it broke in blossom 
And slowly spread on lava-tortured landscapes 
A mantle of purple purer than any Caesar's, 
And, underneath, more prized than heirloom jewels, 
The grapes for him who long had toiled and thirsted. 
These were not beautiful on first acquaintance, 
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Parents Make 
the Best Teachers 
By RoBERT L. BACHMAN 
Our present generation of of course. But in the abstract-
Christian educators place great not in the concrete!" 
emphasis on working with chil- We should have some interest 
dren. They have re-discovered in the spiritual growth of our 
the value of learning by doing. children. We should help guide 
The mere parrot-like repeating them into wholesome experiences 
of unassimilated material is be- that will provide an adequate 
ing replaced by learning through background for healthy Chris-
living. One of the rare utterances tian living. This is often easier 
of our late president, Calvin said than done. Traditionally, 
Coolidge, stated that "all growth children are supposed to "re-
depends upon activity. There is ceive their moral training at the 
no development physically or in- knee of a devout mother and 
tellectually without effort." The across the knee of a determined 
tight-lipped New Englander has father." But children often have 
succintly stated a valuable point more need of models than of 
for us. critics. Parents like to give their 
For even when we laymen read children advantages of their ex-
such articles as Atlantic Month- periences. We realize the value 
ly's "Sunday Schools Don't of the admonition, "Train up a 
Teach" and sigh over what is child in the way he should go", 
happening to our children, get- and faithfully send our children 
ting together and doing some- to church before we open the 
thing about it is a different mat- Sunday paper. But those who 
ter. We are too much like the have studied this "don't do as I 
man who was known for his in- do, do as I say" philosophy, say 
terest in children. Shortly after that it just won't work. 
he had finished laying a new In an investigation by Hart-
walk in front of his home, some shorne and May, a large number 
children imprinted their initials of children were tested as to their 
and handprints for all posterity ideas of right and wrong. The re-
in the new sidewalk's surface. suit correlated with the answers 
When asked if he still liked chil- of the children's associates as fol-
dren, his quick reply was: "Yes, lows: 
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Correlation Between Moral 
Judgements of Children and 
Their Associates 
Child and his parents ____ .55 
Child and his friends ____ .35 
Child and club leaders __ .14 
Child and school 
teachers ----------------------- .03 
Child and Sunday-school 
teachers _______________________ .002 
Environment often controls 
Christian growth. In many cases 
this is to the good, as in the case 
of a child from a Christian home. 
But the youngster from the non-
Christian home, whose associates 
mock the things of tb~ Lord, 
makes the good examp. of the 
Sunday-school teacher of little 
avail in too many cases. We can 
point to the exception and ~how 
his (,vercoming of many obs · .!S, 
but in doing so we forge the 
many who have just stopped at-
tending Sunday-school services. 
This does not imply that the 
Sunday-school is not of great 
value. In fact, we are told that 
the majority of our church mem-
bers are recruited here. However, 
it should mean that we avail our-
selves of other methods, too, as 
they present themselves. While 
some encourage growth without 
a proper foundation, others of us 
are all too prone to stop with 
spiritual birth alone, without 
providing for spiritual growth as 
well. Such students are like the 
boy that kept falling out of bed-
kept too near the "getting-in" 
place. 
But in the brief period which 
is allotted to the Sunday-school 
teacher, who has records and 
other distractions to cope with 
during the usual 30 minutes of 
actual class time, the lesson is 
usually only presented in outline, 
with practical applications re-
stricted by the closing bell. Piety 
is often removed like a glove as 
they dash out the door, releasing 
pent-up repressions. 
Many churches have organized 
various children's clubs, pri-
marily for evangelism and to ob-
tain church-members. But they 
also serve as a social and recrea-
tional outlet for the children of 
the church. They replace in a 
positive fashion the negative ad-
monitions concerning the cheap, 
commercial amusements that 
Christians condemn. As we have 
seen, these club leaders influence 
our children seventy times more 
than the Sunday-school teacher 
did alone. 
But this can be bettered, for 
frequently the members of the 
"gang" that the child belongs to 
do not all attend the one Sunday-
school. So, if the particular 
church's denominational differ-
ences are not stressed unduly, or 
better still, if the several churches 
of the community cooperate, the 
"gang" is more likely to oe 
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This influence is 245 times as 
great as that of the Sunday-school 
alone. These club meetings that 
we are advocating are not the 
kind where secular activities are 
"blessed" with a hurried closing 
p rayer, but an integrated pro-
gram or interesting activities 
built around eternal Truths. 
After seeing these great op-
portunities to increase influence 
over the individual child, one 
might think that they are doing 
a very good job. But as is often 
the case, good is the enemy of 
the best. But a secular boys' club 
in the Cleveland Park section of 
Washington, D. C. has taken the 
final step, which might well be 
followed. For a boy to join this 
club he must first bring his 
father. In the article in the Satur-
day Evening Post describing this 
organization, Larry Conant states: 
"Boys have a herd instinct. The 
most important thing in their 
lives is public opinion-and pub-
lic opinion means their gang. To 
them, dad is an old fogy when he 
sits off in his adult world; we 
make him part of th~ public 
opinion which influences his son 
by making him part of the gang.:• 
The next morning's stiff backs 
and bruised faces might not al-
ways be smiled upon by "the lord 
of the manor", but the fellow-
ship that results from his "join-
ing the gang" covers them all 
with a soothing salve. Make your 
family a unit as well as a mere 
collection of individuals. 
To sum up: whatever a man may set his mind on, it shall not 
come to pass, or rather it shall come to nought, if it is not com-
manded and ordained by God; or if it do come to pass it will do ten 
times as much harm. It is all gathered up in one hour. Our planning 
will not bring it about, God must ordain the hour. 
~ -MARTIN LUTHER, Sermon on john VI-Vlll 




Well, I'm sure glad that the 
summer is just about over. In the 
farm machinery business, they 
run you ragged in the summer-
time. Some guy is out combining 
and the combine breaks down 
and he wants you out to his place 
within ten minutes and when 
you get there he is as mad as a 
wet hen and whatever you charge 
him is twice as much as he ex-
pected to pay and that's how it 
goes. 
Financially, of course, it was 
a very good summer. I ran about 
$5,000 ahead of last year on gross 
but most of it goes for taxes and 
the rest of it will go for fixing up 
the house. Nevertheless, I thank 
the Lord for all these blessings 
and I feel that I ought to do 
something to show my gratitude 
so I'm offering the church a tele-
vision set for the parish hall at 
a ten percent discount. 
It's been so hot that I haven't 
gotten around to doing anything 
about that idea I mentioned in 
.July of working up a campaign 
to put Synod on more of a busi-
ness basis. To tell the truth, I 
kind of doubt that I ever will get 
around to doing anything about 
it. These ideas sound good at the 
time they first hit you but then 
you get involved in all sorts of 
other things and they just seem 
to sort of get pushed into the 
background. Anyway, there's 
enough wrong with our congre-
gation right here in Xanadu to 
keep half a dozen people busy 
for several years. 
vVhat gets me is the bull-head-
ed stubbornness of your average 
congregation member. A few of 
us here m Xanadu have been 
around here and there and seen 
how things are clone in different 
places and now and then we pick 
up some good ideas that could 
be worked out here in Xanadu . 
But the minute you get up and 
suggest any kind of change, you 
run into this brick wall. Some 
old farmer who has never been 
any farther from Xanadu than 
the county seat will start mumb-
ling about how this 1s not the 
way we have always done things 
here and all the other fanners 
will shake their heads in agree-
ment and there you are. Some-
times I think we have a little too 
much democracy in the church. 
Why should a few old fuddy-
duddies be able to hold up 
progress and keep us from lrying 
some new ideas? 
This thing crops up every 
time we have to consider salaries, 
as we will be having to do :tgaln 
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otheP boys who are in business 
keep arguing that a minister or 
a teacher, as far as salaries go, is 
in the same position as any em-
ployee of a business house. When 
I hire a clerk, I don't ask him 
how many kids he has or whether 
he is supporting a widowed 
mother or whether he wants to 
take some extension work over at 
the university. I tell him what I 
think I can afford to pay him 
and I tell him that if he works 
out he can count on a raise about 
once a year. Whenever I figure 
he isn't worth his pay, I fire him. 
And whenever he figures he can 
do better someplace else, he quits 
working for me. And every other 
business man that I know oper-
ates about this same way. 
But you suggest something like 
that in Voters' Meeting and you 
can't get to first base. Every 
single time salaries come up, you 
can be absolutely sure that some-
body will bring in personalities 
and pretty soon everybody is 
arguing about how much it costs 
the teacher to bring up his kids 
and how soon the preacher is 
going to have to trade cars and 
before you know it you're com-
pletely out of the area of business 
and you're in the field of charity. 
Last year, the old guys pushed 
through a hundred-dollar raise 
for the teacher because his wife 
had had another baby during the 
previous year. And they did this 
in spite of the poitH several of us 
were trying to make that, from 
the business point of view, hav-
ing babies is an extra-curricular 
activity and has nothing in the 
world to do with the job the 
teacher is paid to do in the class-
room. 
Well, I've gotten all steamed 
up about this and you probably 
think it isn't that important. 
I'm not bothered about a hun-
dred dollars here or there. It's 
the principle of the thing that 
I'm trying to hold onto. From 
the organizational standpoint, 
the church is a business. We have 
assets and liabilities, receipts and 
disbursements. We hire em-
ployees and we assign them to 
jobs. I don't care whether we 
pay them $2000 a year or $300U 
a year as long as the amount of 
the salary is determined by good 
business practise and not by a lot 
of false sentimentality. And I'm 
going to keep on fighting for 
that principle until it is finally 
adopted by the congregation. I 
just don't think it is the Chris-
tian thing to do to pay two 
people different salaries to do the 
same job. The Bible says, "An 
honest day's work for an honest 
day's pay", or something like 
that, and I think that that is 
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AND MUSIC MAKERS 
About Schmalz and a Good Book 
By w ALTER A. HANSEN 
Absence from music whets the 
appetite for the daily musical 
fare to which one is accustomed. 
Can anyone, even for a few 
weeks, completely shake off a 
craving to revel in the power, the 
beauty, and the glory of the 
masterworks? 
Tunes and bits of tunes keep 
flitting through my mind in spite 
of the allurements and the loaf-
ing that are part and parcel of a 
vacation. Harmonies and har-
monic combinations bob up in 
one's head like ghosts. Now and 
then the the subject of a fugue 
appears upon the mental scene, 
and one begins to wonder how a 
Bach, a Handel, a Mozart, a 
Beethoven, or a Max Roger 
would have dealt with it. 
Suddenly one tries to remem-
ber exactly the timbre of the 
oboe, the English horn, the bas-
soon, the clarinet, the French 
horn, or the bullfiddle. Recollec-
tions crowd upon recollections. 
How long has it been since you 
have heard a heckelphon? Do 
you remember its characteristic 
tonal quality? 
I think of Beethoven's Ninth, 
and suddenly it occurs to me that 
in the Finale the master antici-
pated Arnold Schoenberg and Al-
ban Berg by employing an al-
most perfect twelve-tone row at 
the words Ihr stuerzt nieder, Mil-
lionen. In the final analysis, 
much of what is called modern-
ism is not as modern as it is 
"cracked up" to be. 
At times I while away hours 
upon hours by lapping up-with 
the eyes and with the ears-some 
of the good things and many of 
the inanities that come my way 
through the miracle of television. 
I soon observe that although this 
wonderful device sometimes em-
ploys music on a lavish scale, it 
does relatively little to further 
the tonal art. 
So far as television is con-
cerned, Schmalz seems to be the 
order of the day. Those who pur-
vey the currently popular abom-
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must buttress their skill, so 
called, with the type of show-
manship which, according to the 
fan mail, is sure to have a wide-
spread appeal. 
Smeary and slushy singing and 
playing, facial gyrations said to 
be beautiful, graceful writhing 
and fancy twists of the body, elo-
quence with the hands, alluring 
smiles, some hopping and danc-
ing, flirtatious winking, an d 
many other tricks of the trade 
go into the making of that thing 
called Schmalz. 
If you aspire to become a 
Schmalz artist, you must-so it 
often seems-unlearn the art of 
counting one-two-three-four or 
one-two-three in the orthodox 
manner. You must send rhythm 
scampering or, at least, try your 
level best to deck it out in the 
none-come-off rouge and the 
kissproof lipstick of ent1cmg 
stunts. You must take the riten-
uto, the ritardando, the rallen-
tando, and the smorzando to 
your bosom. You must cuddle 
and fondle these effects. You 
must take many a leaf out of the 
books of some directors of a cap-
pella choirs. You must forsooth 
give your singing or your play-
ing a human touch. You must do 
all in your power to make music 
live. Otherwise you are doomed 
to failure. 
That is, if you want to qualify 
as a genuine master-or mistress 
-of what has come to be called 
Schmalz. 
What would happen if you 
were on TV and had the effront-
ery to sing How Much Is That 
Doggie in the Window? without 
bedaubing it with Schmalz? You 
would be sent packing. 
What would happen if, in a 
reckless moment, you decided to 
present that little ditty in ac-
cordance with the rectitude and 
the exactness characteristic of, 
say, an Arturo Toscanini? You 
would be told posthaste to make 
a beeline for the showers. 
Schmalz is a wonderful thing. 
Both television and the radio 
would, I suppose, be forced to 
close shop if, by any chance, 
Schmalz could be made to dis-
appear from the world. A Tos-
canini, an Ormandy, a Heifetz, 
or a Solomon could not keep TV 
or the radio alive. 
Yes, there must be Schmalz. We 
shall always have it with us. 
Why would anyone want to 
banish Schmalz from this world 
of our? It has its place-even 
though some of us may think 
that it is literally hogging die 
musical scene today. 
Vyacheslav Molotoff may not 
be among the living when these 
rambling words of mine appear 
in print. Who knows? Other big 
shots in the Kremlin may have 
been liquidated by the time you 
wade through what I am writing 
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in this enervating summer heat. 
Who knows? 
I have never been able to find 
out what kind of music Molotoff 
likes-if he likes any at all. I 
have read, however, that lie 
claims to be related to the emi-
nent Russian composer Alexand-
der Scriabin. His own real name, 
you know, is Scriabin. 
But I have wished more than 
once that Molotoff and his 
bloodthirsty coadjutors w o u I d 
take the time to en joy some good, 
oldfashioned Schmalz. Maybe it 
would help them. Maybe it 
would put a bit or two of some 
good, oldfashioned human kind-
ness into their Sovietized hearts. 
Who knows? 
No, I am not condemning all 
S c h m a l z out of hand. Why 
should I? Why should anyone 
say that Schmalz is always a great 
evil? 
Schmalz is here to stay. As said 
before, it has its place. Besides, 
it is as old as the hills. I believe 
that David of old sometimes re-
sorted to Schmalz w h e n he 
played his harp. I believe that 
Schmalz was in existence long be-
fore the days of Abraham. 
Would any scholar worth his 
salt declare categorically and-to 
use a word a little more philoso-
phical in its import-apodictical-
ly that the ancient Greeks never 
reveled in Schmalz? Certainly 
not. 
As I write, I have before me a 
copy of The Greek Poets: A C.ol-
lection of Greek Poetry From the 
Earliest Times to the Fifth Cen-
tury A. D. (Modern Library, 
1953). This excellent anthology 
is edited by Moses Hadas, Asso-
ciate Professor of Greek and 
Latin at Columbia University. 
While poring over Hadas' fine 
collection of English versions 
of Greek poetry I have come 
upon numerous examples of out-
and-out Schmalz-good Schmalz. 
Maybe the Greeks had a word 
for it. I do not know. At all 
events, they did have their 
Schmalz. 
So why should anyone of those 
who are living today become 
overvirtuous and determine, by 
hook or by crook, to consign this 
useful thing to outer darkness? 
Why indeed? 
I believe that TV and the 
radio would be as dead as door-
nails today if there were no 
Schmalz in the world. 
Schmalz, you see, wends its 
way into news reports, into de-
tective yarns, into plays, into gag 
shows, into quiz programs. It is 
a pillar, so to speak, on which 
many TV and radio offerings 
must depend, to a large extent, 
for firm support. 
But Schmalz should not rule 
the roost completely. I am con-
vinced that it is frequently over-
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cede that many good things 
would not appear at all on the 
TV screen or on the radio if the 
Schmalz that makes for the wide-
spread popularity of numerous 
programs did not, by reason of its 
incontrovertible power to earn 
money, make it possible to bring 
those good t h i n g s into our 
homes . 
Let us, by all means, set our 
faces like flint to keep schmalzifi-
cat ion out of the presentations 
of music by Bach, Beethoven, 
Brahms, and the other masters. 
Let us set our faces like cold 
steel against shoving it into the 
singing of the Lutheran chorale. 
But even if you are one of 
those who loathe Schmalz com-
pletely and inexorably, remem-
ber that, indirectly at least, its 
undeniable popularity and its 
ageless appeal do help us to get 
some t hi n g s that are good 
throttgh and through. 
Bear in mind, however, that 
nowadays it seems to be corny to 
use a siniple word like "good." 
Do not say "good." Say "ter-
rific." 
The world in which we live 
happens to be that way. 
A Good Book 
Now a few words about an ex-
cellent book I read a few days 
before I departed to enjoy a rela-
tively musicless vacation. 
The title is Johannes Ockeg-
hem, and the author is Ernst 
Krenek (Sheed and Ward. 86 
pages. $2.00). 
Krenek, who was born in Vien-
na in 1900 and became a United 
States citizen in 1945, is a com-
poser with much to say. He is a 
modernist. But modernism has 
its roots in the past. It is by no 
means a wild and completely ca-
pnclOus o u t grow t h, which 
spring up overnight, so to speak, 
and reveals neither rhyme nor 
reason in its make-up. 
Krenek has dug deep in the 
vast mine of music. In my opin-
ion, he is one of the most astute 
and sensitive musicologists of our 
time. He proves this to the hilt in 
his absorbing s t u d y of the 
achievements of Johannes Ockeg-
hem (pronounced Okaykham-
but make the 'kh" sound rather 
rough), the great fifteenth-cen-
tury Flemish composer about 
whom most students of music 
know either nothing at all or ex-
ceedingly little . 
Johannes Ockeghem should be 
read and studied by everyone in-
terested in the history of sacred 
music. It is the first of series of 
small books edited by John J. 
Becker and titled Great Relig-
ious Composers. 
Krenek has packed an amaz-
ingly huge amount of research, 
knowledge, and down-to-earth 
wisdom into his little volume. He 
deals with technical matters in a 
way which everyone can under-
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stand. I prize his study of Ockeg-
hem for three reasons. In the 
first place, it is fascinating to 
read; secondly, it has taught ml! 
much about Ockeghem; thirdly, 
it has caused me to look up to 
Krenek with deepseated respect 
-to Krenek as a composer and to 
Krenek as a musicologist. 
before his death last May. The read-
ing is exemplary. 33 1/3 rpm. Rem-
ington R-199-145. 
FLAMENCO, Carlos Montoya, guitarist, 
with Lydia lbarrondo, m ez z o-
soprano.- Flamenco is an adjective 
used to identify the music and the 
dancing of the Spanish gypsie. Mon-
toya is a master of the guitar- even 
though he cannot read music. 33 1/3 
rpm. Remington R-199-134. 
ERNEST BLocH. Concerto Grosso for 
String Orchestra with Piano Obbli-
RECENT RECORDINGS gato. 
RECITAL AND ENCORES. An Evening 
Hymn, by Henry Purcell; An die 
Leyer by Franz Schubert; Mit Myr-
ten und Rosen, by Robert Schu-
mann; Unilberwindlich, by Johannes 
Brahms; Und willst du denn deinen 
Liebsten and Abschied, by Hugo 
Wolf; PhidyU and Le manoir de 
Rosemonde, by Henri Duparc; Crl-
puscule, by Jules Massenet; Fleur 
jetee, by Gabriel Faure; Four Gamb-
li·ng Songs, by John Jacob Niles. 
Mack Harrell, baritone, with Brooks 
Smith at the piano. -Excellent 
singing; excellent recording. Rem-
ington now calls its releases Musir-
ama. 33 1/3 rpm. Remington R-
199-140. 
JoHANNES BRAHMS. Concerto in D 
Major, for Violin and Orchestra, 
Op. 77. Albert Spalding, violinst, 
with the Austrian Symphony Or-
chestra under Wilhelm Loibner.-
5palding, a great artist, made this 
recording in Vienna a few months 
WILLIAM ScHUMAN. Symphony for 
String. The Pittsburgh Symphony 
Orchestra under William Steinberg. 
Recorded in actual performance at 
the first Pittsburgh International 
Contemporary Music FestivaL- Fine 
works ; superb playing. 33 1/3 rpm. 
Capitol S-8212. 
Luowro VAN BEETHOVEN. An die 
ferne Geliebte, Op. 98. JoHANN SE-
BASTIAN BAcH. Cantata No. 189: 
Meine Seele rilhmt und preist. Askel 
Schii:itz, tenor. Mieczylaw Horszow-
ski is at the piano for the Beethoven 
song cycle. For the Bach cantata the 
eminent tenor has the assistance of 
John Wummer, flute; Marcel Tabu-
teau, oboe; Alexander Schneider, 
violin; Paul Tortelier, 'cello, and 
Robert Veyron-Lacroix, harpischord. 
-This recording was made at the 
Casa1s Festival at Perpignan, France, 
in the summer of 1951. It exemplifies 
artistry of the highest type. 33 1/3 
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fluGo ALFVEN. Midsummer Vigil: Swe-
dish Rhapsody. EnvARD GRIEG. Anit-
ra's Dance and In the Hall of the 
Mountain King, from Peer Gynt 
Suite No. 1. The Philadelphia Or-
chestra under Eugene Ormandy. -
Magnificent playing. 33 1 j3 rpm. 
Columbia AAL-35. 
FRANZ LISZT. Concerto No. 1, in E 
Flat Major, for Piano and Orchestra. 
Hungarian Fantasy in E Minor, on 
Hungarian Folk Tunes. Claudio Ar-
rau, pianist, with the Philadelphia 
Orchestra under Eugene Ormandy. 
-Grippingly brilliant performances. 
Arrau, the great pianist from Chile, 
has the assistance of a great orches-
tra under a great condutor. 33 1/3 
rpm. Columbia ML-4665. 
ANTONIN DvoRAK. Four Slavonic 
Dances. GEORGES ENESCO. Roma-
·nian Rhapsodies in A major and D 
Major, Op.. II . The Indianapolis 
Symphony Orchestra under Fabien 
Sevitzsky. -Fine readings of excit-
ing music. 33 1/3 rpm. Capitol S-
8209. 
SERGEI PROKOFIEFF. Symphony No. 
7, Op. 13I. The Philadelphia Or-
ches under Eugene Ormandy. Lieu-
tenant Kije Suite, Op. 60. The 
. Royal Philharmonic Orchestra under 
Efrem Kurtz. -Ormandy conducted 
the American premiere of Proko-
fieff's Seventh last April. The work, 
somewhat conservative in character, 
is not on a par in greatness with the 
magnificent Fifth . Nevertheless, . it is 
from the pen of a master. The 
Lieutenant Kije Suite is a wonderful 
example of humor in music. The 
performances and the recordings are 
superb. 33 1/3 rpm. Columbia ML-
4683 . 
DIMITRI SHOSTAKOVITCH. Ballet Russe. 
PETER ILYICH TcHAIKOVSKY, Sere-
nade Melancolique, in B Flat Minor, 
Op. 26. Andante, from Symph(}<fl.y 
No. 1, in G Minor, Op. I3. The 
Columbia S y m p h o n y Orchestra 
under Efrem Kurtz. -At moments 
Shostakovitch's ballet is somewhat 
cheap. The readings are excellent. 
33 1/3 rpm. Columbia ML-4671. 
ARNOLD ScHOENBERG. A Survivor from 
Warsaw, for Speaker, Male Chorus, 
and Orchestra, a commission of the 
Koussevitzky Foundation. Kol Nidre, 
Op. 93, for Speaker, Mixed Chorus, 
and Orchestra. Hans Swarowsky, 
ducting the Vienna Symphony Or-
chestra and the Academic Chamber 
Chorus, with Hans Jaray as narra-
tor. Second Chamber Symphony 
(1939). The Vienna . Symphony 
Orchestra under Herbert Hafner. -
A Survivor from . Warsaw and Kol 
Nid.re are moving works. The 
Chamber Symphony is a bit abstruse . 
33 1/3 rpm. ColuiPbia ML-4664. 
MoussoRGSKY ORCHESTRAL PROGRAM. 
A Night on Bald Mountain; Pre-
lude, Dance of the Persian Slaves, 
and &tr'acte, from Khovantschina; 
Overture (A Hot Day in Little Rus-
sia) . and Gopak, from The Fair at 
Sorochinsk;. Scherzo. in . . B Flat 
Major; lnterme;:;z:.o in B Minor; 
Turkish March . The Philharmonic 
Orchestra of London under Walter 
·Susskind. -Fine performances of 
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stirring music from the pen of one 
of the greatest of the Russian com-
posers. 33 1/3 rpm. M-G-M E-3030. 
ORCHESTRAL FAVORITES Bv JoHANN 
STRAUSS AND JACQUES OFFENBACH. 
Blue Danube Waltz; Tales from the 
Vienna Woods; Voices of Spring; 
Emperor Waltz; Overture to Die 
Fledermaus; Overture to Orpheus 
in the Underworld; Barcarolle, from 
Tales of Hoffmann. The Strauss 
Orchestra under Franz Lanner. -
Beautiful playing and recording. 
33 1/3 rpm. M-G-M E-3032. 
ORCHESTRAL FAVORITES. . Romanian 
Rhapsody No. 1, by George Enesco; 
Hungarian Rhapsody No. 2, by 
Franz Liszt, transcribed for orchestra 
by Franz Doppler; Dance of the 
Hours, from Lonchielli's La Giocon-
da; Danse Macabre, by Camille 
Saint-Saens; Slavonic Dance No. 1, 
by Antonin Dvorak; Rakocu March, 
from The Damnation of Faust, by 
Hector Berlioz. The London Phil-
harmonic Orchestra, the London 
Symphony Orchestra, and the Royal 
Opera House Orchestra of Covent 
Garden under Jean Martinon, 
George Weldon, and Warwick 
Braithwaite. -This fine disc will 
undoubtedly be a best seller. 33 1/3 
rpm. M-G-M E-303 7. 
FELIX MENDELSSOHN. Variations Se-
rieuses, Op. 54. Rondo Capriccioso, 
in E Major, Op. 14. RoBERT ScHu-
MANN. Blumenstilck, Op. 19. Three 
Romances, Op. 28. Menahem Press-
ler, pianist. -Artistry of a high 
order. 33 1/3 rpm. M-G-M E-3029. 
HEITOR VILLA-LOBOS. Cirandas: A 
Cycle of Sixteen Piano Pieces Based 
on Bra;:;ilian Folk Songs. Joseph Bat-
tista, pianist. -My good friend 
Joe, who studied this fine music in 
Rio de Janeiro and in New York 
City under Villa-Lobos himself, is 
a pianist of extraordinary ability. 
33 1/3 rpm. M-G-M E-3020. 
Sm GRANVILLE BANTOCK. Fifine at the 
Fair. The Royal Philharmonic Or-
chestra under Sir Thomas Beecham, 
Bart. -An engrossing symphonic 
poem based on a poem by Robert 
Browning. 45 rpm. RCA Victor 
WHMV-1026. 
JoHANNES BRAHMS. Concerto No. 1, 
for Piano and Orchestra, in D 
Minor, Op. 15. Solomon, pianist, 
with the Philharmonia Orchestra of 
London under Rafael Kubelik. -
A performance true in every respect 
to the spirit and the letter of the 
great masterwork. 45 rpm. RCA 
Victor WHMV-1042. 
PIETRO MAsCAGNI. Cavalleria Rusti-
cana. A 'Metropolitan Opera Produc-
duction. Margaret Harshaw, as San-
tuzza; Mildred Miller, as Lola; 
Richard Tucker, as Turiddu; Frank 
Guarrera, as Alfio; Thelma Votipka, 
as Lucia: Conducted by Fausto 
Cleva, with Kurt Adler as chorus 
master. -A splendid recording and 
a vivid performance. In addition to 
the entire opera Cleva conducts the 
following overtures by Verdi: La 
Forza del Destino, La Traviata, and 
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RussiAN ARIAS AND SoNGs. Boris 
Christoff, bass, with the Philhar-
monia Orchestra of London under 
I s s a y Dobrowen and Wilhelm 
Schuechter, and with Gerald Moore, 
pianist. - Sterling artistry. The able 
Bulgarian-born basso sings Prince 
Y ouri's Aria, from the opera The 
Tale of the Invisible City of Kite<;h 
and the Maiden Fevronia, by Rim-
sky-Korsakoff; Doistheu's Aria, from 
Khovantchina, by M o u s so r g-
sky; Prince Cremin's Aria, from 
Tchaikovsky's Eugen Onegin; Song 
of the Volga Boatme<11; Rimsky-
Korsakoff's The Prophet; Moussorg-
sky's Softy the Spirit Flew up to 
Heaven and Field Marshal Death; 
Siberian Prisoner's Song; and Mous-
sorgsky's The Grave and Song of the 
Flea. 45 rpm. RCA Victor WHMV-
1033. 
BRIGHT~EYED DARING 
If we allow the lips of our imagi ation 
To kiss the music that we hear, 
Dismiss the horrors that we fear, 
Who knows what indentations 
We may bear 
Upon the social hemisphere. 
For life is sprawled out yonder 
For us to curve and part, 
To give of mind or ask of heart. 
There's so much room to wander 
For faith to spring and dart, 
Restrained by no man's chart. 
When we, with limbs of mind encumbered, 
By some resigning yawn, 
Permit despair to spawn 
Then woes become wild-numbered 
When simple love is gone. 
So burst in bright-eyed daring, 
Take chunks of life in tow, 
Permit the overflow 
Of reason's rain and human caring 
Bid life to bud and growl 
-ToM JENKINS 
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THE NEW BOOKS 
Unsigned reviews are by the Associates 
RELIGION 
WHAT PRESENT-DAY THEOLOGIANS 
ARE THINKING 
By Daniel D . Williams (H arper, 
$2.00) 
The professional, widely-read theolo-
gian will enjoy this book for its 
amazing compression of the major 
theological currents of our time into 
brief compass. The non-profession-
al will be equally stimulated. The 
opening chapter on "The Theological 
Renaissance" should be read by every 
thoughtful American who takes the 
Christian religion seriously. For it de-
scribes our "time of widespread intel-
lectual ferment" with regard to the 
Christian message and the Word of 
God. It is a good time to live in. For 
men are not ashamed to discover new 
truths about the church, about the 
Bible, and about God as He moves to-
ward man. Dr. Williams summarizes 
the chief areas of this ferment, un-
hurriedly yet precisely. The reader 
gets a respect for the diversity of con-
temporary theology and a willingness 
to listen to its message. He learns to 
recognize that no one theologian is 
self-sufficient, but that many are mak-
ing contributions to one another. The 
Lutherans receive chief consideration 
in the chapter on "Christian Ethics 
and Society." The Lutheran reader 
will turn from the book with a sense 
of regret that the thinkers of his com-
munion have not spoken vigorously in 
other areas as well, especially in the 
domain of Christ Himself. H ere is a 
little book that should, for many, be 
simultaneously a source of order in 
chaos and a gadfly toward further 
search. 
RICHARD R. CAE MM ERER 
YOUR GOD IS TOO SMALL 
By J. B. Phillips (Macmillan, $2.00 ). 
T he English-speaking world is al-
ready heavily indebted to J. B. Phil-
lips for his restatement of the Gospels 
and of the Epistles into contemporary 
idiom. Now, in Your God is Too 
S m all, we have what is essentially a re-
statement of the Apostles Creed in 
language so relevant to our time that 
it is only when one has finished the 
book that he realizes that it actually 
is the old Creed in modern dress. 
In approaching the subject of a God 
Who is adequate for life and for death, 
Mr. Phillips first isolates and dis-
poses of the unreal gods which men 
have created for themselves or which 
have been variously foisted upon them. 
Thus he describes and rejects the god 
who is " the grand old man," the god 
who is the "managing director," the 
god who is a "resident policeman," 
and those caricatures of the true God 
which are portrayed in the stereotype 
' 
, 
SEPTEMBER 1953 49 
of the "meek-and-mild J esus" or the 
"pale Galilean." 
Then, having disposed of these false 
or unreal gods, Mr. Phillips points to 
the true God, the adequate God, Who 
has revealed Himself in the person of 
Jesus Christ. In J esus of Nazareth, 
Mr. Phillips contends, the unknowable 
God becomes knowable, the unimagin-
able God becomes focused to dimen-
sions apprehendable by human eyes. 
In his whole portrayal of J esus Christ 
as the God-man, Mr. Phillips stands 
in the tradition of orthodox Christian-
ity. He has nothing new to offer. But 
he has the ancient truths of the Faith 
to offer with a refreshing originality of 
argumen t and style. 
This is the sort of book to hand to 
precisely the sort of people it was writ-
tr·n for- to the adult who has a ma-
ture understanding of things materi~l 
and an infantile understanding of 
things spiritual. It is a primer of the 
faith, presenting only those truths 
which arc held in common by all orth-
odox Christians. But beyond that, it is 
a welcome addition to the library of 
any Christian. For Mr. Phillips so ob-
\·iously loves and enjoys our God that 
reading his book is like meeting an old 
friend of one's father who has all sorts 
of interesting stories to tell about him. 
THE NEW TESTAMENT IN 
MODERN SPEECH 
Translated by Richard F. Weymouth 
(Harper, $3.50). 
Over a million copies in a wide 
variety of sizes of Weymouth's New 
Testament 1n Modern Speech have 
fo und their way into homes, schools, 
and libraries in all parts of the world. 
This reviewer discovered a copy of 
Weymouth's translation in a camp li-
brary during World War I. It was pub-
lished in pocket-size format and in-
tended for distribution among the men 
in uniform who were to be stationed in 
England. 
Weymouth's was the first of the 
great one-man modern translations. It 
first appeared in 1903 . The late Rich-
ard Francis Weymouth, a well-known 
Greek scholar, was Fellow of Univer-
sity College, London ; Editor of the 
Resultant Greek Testament; and Head-
master of Mill Hill School for boys. 
This so-called "R eaders' Edition", 
printed from new plates, with large 
easy-reading type, marks the first time 
in over a decade that the Weymouth 
translation has been avai lable in Amer-
ica in an edition without notes. 
Time and space do not permit an 
inclusion of a critical textual study of 
this new translation of the New Testa-
ment. We do find it easy reading. Its 
style reflects vivid, Anglican English. 
Man y priceless gems and delicate 
shades of meaning of the New Testa-
ment books are brought to light in 
this translation. 
H. H . KUMNICK 
HYMNS AND HUMAN LIFE 
By Erik R outley (Philosophical Li-
brary, $6.00). 
Every Sunday, 10 our church, we 
practise open and vocal unionism. For 
the h ymns announced for the day are 
likely to be metrical prayers written 
by Protestants of any variety, Roman 
Catholics, or Unitarians. Technically, 
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perhaps, we are safe from charges of 
unionism because the writers are, in 
most cases, long since dead. But that 
to which they assented in their inner-
most heart (their theology, if you 
please) remains living and moving in 
the hymns they wrote. And with them 
we lift up our voices. 
This curious situation, alone, should 
serve to emphasize the place which 
hymns have played, for at least a cen-
tury and a quarter, in the worship of 
the church . They have been the one 
most tangible evidence of the essential 
unity of Christendom, not only at any 
given time but down through the ages 
since those earliest apostolic days when 
Paul and ·Silas sang in prison. 
Dr. Routley has written a perceptive 
and fascinating account of the human 
background of hymnology. He is prin-
cipally interested in the development 
of British hymnody but, just as hymns 
cross denominational lines, so do they 
cross political and cultural lines. His 
work is, therefore, of almost as much 
value to American Christians as it is 
to members of the Church of England. 
The book is divided into three sec-
tions. The first section (which we 
found the most interesting of the 
three) traces the origins and history of 
hymns and we were, naturally, particu-
larly pleased with Dr. Routley's ap-
praisal of Luther's contribution and 
the contribution of later German Lu-
therans to Christian hymnology. The 
second section supplies background 
for a general understanding of some 
of the more important hymn writers 
and translators. They were not all as 
gentle as some of their hymns. The 
third section discusses the part hymns 
have played in the national life of the 
British people, particularly on great 
national occasions such as royal wed-
dings, funerals, and coronations. 
The book is the product of real 
scholarship, but it is written in an en-
gaging style and, fortunately, incorpor-
ates some of the author's evaluations of 
the quality of some of the hymns. 
A REPORTER 
IN SEARCH OF GOD 
By Howard Whitman (Doubleday, 
$3.50). 
What do people really believe about 
God and the hereafter? Here is a re-
porter, Howard Whitman, who journ-
eyed to the small towns and the big 
cities, to the factories and the farms, 
to the big crossroads and the obscure 
corners of America to ask the Ameri-
can people what they thought about 
God and the hereafter. This book is 
a record of the answers he received to 
the innumerable questions he asked 
the many people he met and inter-
viewed. He probes the inner beliefs of 
the Protestants, the Catholics, and the 
Jews. He challenges the faiths of 
scientists, of housewives, of nature 
lovers, of laborers, and of intellectuals. 
And his training as an experienced 
journalist on the staffs of a number of 
well-known newspapers of America and 
Europe well qualifies him for this im-
portant undertaking. The content of 
the book makes interesting reading. 
Just to mention a few chapter head-
ings: Is it scientific to believe? What 
happens to you when you die? Is psy-
chiatry godless? Thank God, I'm an 
atheist! Luck, God, chance, and you. 
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Where's God on weekdays? The an-
swers given the author to these ques-
tions may bring the reader up with a 
jolt. 
Whitman, however, is not dismayed. 
He goes on digging and exploring by 
asking people in all walks of life many 
questions. There are so many people 
and so many answers to the same 
questions that the reader may find 
them ponderous, but there is not a 
dull page in the entire volume. Why 
should there be? The content is drawn 
from the the common realities of every-
day life, and life as he sees it is never 
dull and uninteresting. 
Just the book to tuck away into your 
traveling bag or to take to vacation-
land. 
H. H. KUMNICK 
BELLES-LETIRES 
ROBERT BROWNING: A PORTRAIT 
By Betty Miller (Scribner's, $5.00). 
For all serious students of the 
Brownings this is an important book; 
it is certainly one of the most signifi-
cant and original contributions to 
Browningiana that have appeared in 
recent years. Buttressed on every side 
by evidence from the letters and the 
poetry, it provides fresh, new insights 
into the character and personality of 
the poet. 
To starry-eyed romantics Mrs. Mil-
ler's book may prove to be disillusion-
ing, for it strips away much of the sen-
sational hokum that has accumulated 
about the conventional portrait of the 
poet. Readers have long been familiar 
with the buoyant, energetic, robust, 
and optimistic Browning of literary 
tradition. One of the more sentimental 
accounts of Browning states: "The eld-
er Browning had feathered a comfort-
able nest on his salary as a bank offi-
cer. He was a painter of talent and a 
scholar-big and kindly and sympa-
thetic and firm. And amazingly coura-
geous. . . .Robert inherited from his 
father his robust optimism and his su-
perb physique." 
Mrs. Miller, however, shows that the 
poet's father was a tenderhearted mil-
quetoast, "gentle as a gentle woman," 
almost totally dependent on the will of 
others. To the end of his life the elder 
Browning retained the "perpetual 
juvenility of a blessed child." In father 
and son alike all practical ability was 
curiously suspended, all vital decisions 
being delegated to the women of the 
family. Until the age of thirty-four 
Robert Browning lived a life of naive 
and childlike dependence in his 
parents' home, permitting his father, 
a poor bank clerk, to support him. 
Mrs. Miller advances the thesis that 
Browning's close attachment to his 
mother caused him to sacrifice his in-
tegrity as a poet. Since his early 
atheism had alienated him from his 
pious mother, he aojured reason and 
sacrificed his intellectual freedom, 
choosing to obscure the truth as he 
saw it. The consciousness of having de-
livered his message falsely or imper-
fectly, says Mrs. Miller, accounts for 
the poet's life-long obsession with the 
psychology of the charlatan, the quack, 
the "apparent failure." The fear of ex-
posure or self-revelation haunted him 
the rest of his life and caused him to 
assume various disguises. One such dis-
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guise was the use of the dramatic form, 
to which Browning turned after the 
publication of the self-revelatory 
Pauline. The most successful disguise 
was language itself; much of Brown-
ing's obscurity, contends the author, 
was an involuntary form of self-pro-
tection. 
Mrs. Miller also gives an illuminat-
ing analysis of the poet's relation to 
his wife. Far from being the masterful, 
self-reEant character who took Eliza-
beth "under the protection of an all-
powerful will," Browning laid himself 
inert at her feet, pleading with her to 
direct his life and declaring that he 
was ready to let her "dear will have 
its unrestricted way. " This "practical 
man of the world," she found, "was 
nonplussed before the simplest task." 
He could not read a timetable correctly 
or get a card engraved without her 
guidance and authority. Although 
there was much in her nature that 
yearned for domination, she coura-
geously accepted the fact that she 
would have to take the active role in 
their marriage. 
One evidence of religious bias ap-
pears in Mrs. Miller' s otherwise excel-
lent study. In two passages she im-
pEes that stoic resignation is prefer-
able to Christian faith. On page 192 
she states: "Despite the excellent qual-
ity of Elizabeth Barrett Browning's 
mind, certain beliefs, illusions even, 
were on her own admission essential 
to her. She was incapable, for instance, 
of a stoic resignation before the idea of 
the soul's extinction in death. " And 
on page 283 she says that Browning 
"lacked the fortitude which permits 
a stoic nature to endure, unremedied 
by compensation elsewhere, all the 
natural shocks to which the flesh is 
heir." 
At times one also feels that Mrs. 
Miller is too exclusively preoccupied 
with psychological probing and is ex-
cessively enamored of her own intrigu-
ing theories. Despite these strictures, 
however, Mrs. Miller's treatment is a 
commendable performance. 
The book is WTitten in a vivid, en-
gaging style. Despite certain persistent 
stylistic quirks and mannerisms, such 
as the author's abrupt parenthetical 
quotations, it is eminently readable. In 
fact, there is not a dull page in it. 
E. H. EssiG 
COLLECTED POEMS 
By D ylan Thomas (New Directiom, 
$3.75). 
A first reading of the work of this 
Welsh poet produced a feeling of ex-
hilaration similar to the one that hear-
ing a grea t piece of music may inspire. 
This, despite the fact that a first 
reading did not yield immediate com-
prehension of the "meaning" of many 
of his poems. (Archibald MaeLeish 
says, "A poem must not mean, but 
be.") Meanings are often hidden in 
metaphor symbolism, and references to 
Welsh mythology. But where meaning 
remains obscure, the emotional impact 
is clearly felt. His exuberant use of 
words, his vivid imagery, his compell-
ing rhythms, and the artistry of his 
technique combine to cast a spell over 
the reader. His poems of childhood are 
some of the most joyful, those of the 
war period some of the most compas-
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feeling of kinship with all ·created 
things some of the most profound. To 
make' the acquaintance of this poet in 
print is a worth-while experience. Even 
children, children of the "listening-
age", especially those for whom words 
hold a fascination, should respond to 
the music of his poetry. 
DELLA MARIE KRENTZ 
THE VAGRANT MOOD 
By W. Somerset Maugham (Double-
day, $3.00). 
One of the most widely-read authors 
of our time has here recorded for us 
his vagrant mood in a group of six 
varied and somehow provoking essays. 
To read Maugham the essayist is to 
visit with an always stimulating friend 
with ·whom you may not agree but 
must always respect. 
Subjects of the essays are a Vic-
torian snob, Augustus, and Maugham's 
recollections of his eccentricities; Zur-
baran, a seventeenth-century Spanish 
painter; his views on "The Decline and 
Fall of The Detective Story;" Burke 
and the scope which a cont~:-1porary 
can gain from his works; " Cntique of 
the Power of Judgment;" and the very 
interesting "Some Novelists I Have 
Known." 
In Maugham's attempt to analyze 
the style, method and technique of the 
various artists he discusses, he gives 
us an inside look at the standards he 
has set for his own writing. The reader 
will be fascinated with the manner in 
which he approaches the subject of his 
critique, his frank statement of his 
purpose, and his admission of his own 
limitations. He always emphasizes the 
function of the artist before attempt-
ing to criticize the result. He is able 
to command authority because of his 
own popularity and at the same time 
write on subjects of interest in 1953. 
This seems to be an unbeatable com-
bination. Any reader familiar with 
Henry James, H. G. Wells, Arnold 
Bennett and Elizabeth Russell will be 
interested in Maugham's knowledge of 
them. 
Not unimportant to the enjoyment 
of this book is, of course, the ever-
charming flow of Maugham's writing. 
If all essayists wrote with the grace of 
Maugham this form of writing would 
seem more palatable to many readers. 
JosEPHINE FERGUSON 
FICTION 
MEN LIKE SHADOWS 
By Dorothy Charques (Coward-Mc-
Cann, $3.75). 
The dust jacket of this book refers 
to "the little known story of the Third 
Crusade" led by Richard Plantagenet 
(Richard Coeur de Lion). This novel, 
based upon that noble and fruitless 
endeavor, sheds little new light. (A 
good encyclopedia would divulge more 
information.) It is rather a study of 
several fictitious characters, complete-
ly different and incompatible, who, for 
a variety of reasons, joined in this 
Crusade. The Cause itself forms only 
a backdrop for their struggles-physi-
cal, mental and spiritual-until they 
are gone like shadows. 
These people never quite become 
alive, and a peculiar style of dialog~e 
-designed perhaps to create medieval 
atmosphere-is unreal and tiresome. If 
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the reader can struggle through the 
first 200 pages, which are exteremely 
dull and talky, he will be rewarded 
with a few exciting chapters devoted 
to the central character's capture by 
and subsequent escape from the sect 
of the Assassins. 
Unusually small type does not help 
this rather hopeless situation. 
THE SECRET AGENT 
By Joseph Conrad (Doubleday An-
chor, $ . 75). 
Conrad first published this novel in 
1907 and it is now being presented as 
a selection in a new series . of inexpen-
sive reprints in pocket-size format. 
(See the review on The Idea of a 
Theater in the GENERAL section of 
The New Books for additional titles in 
this series.) 
In The Great Tradition, F. R . Leavis 
wrote something to the effect that The 
Secret Agent has not "had due critical 
recognition" and it is not really diffi-
cult to understand this, .for the novel 
develops at a sluggish pace and the 
author takes frequent opportunity to 
exercise his gift for being more than 
slightly sententious. He tells the tale 
of the secret agent Mr. Verloc, his wife 
Winnie, and her young, idiotic brother 
Stevie. Ostensibly, Mr. Verloc's living 
is made by the operation of a side-
street shop dealing in shady wares, but 
his shop is a meeting place for a rather 
mongrel company of anarchists. In his 
dealings with "an embassy" he is led 
to plan an explosion involving the 
G,reenwich Observatory, using a device 
which is to be properly placed by the 
unsuspecting Stevie, who, though he 
is to be unharmed by the affair, has 
an inadvertent experience and is sub-
sequently scooped up from the land-
scape and the Observatory wall is 
not even cracked by the explosion. The 
placid, uninquiring Winnie is changed 
by all this ; she quite cleanly stabs the 
reposing Mr. Verloc ; she wants to 
jump off a bridge; in the fog meets 
Comrade Ossipon, who turns out to 
be a roue, and plans to escape to the 
Continent with him; she jumps off the 
ship in mid-channel and the news-
papers of London remain non-plussed 
by the Greenwich Park affair, repeat-
ing the phrase, "An impenetrable 
mystery is destined to hang forever . .. " 
NOT HEAVEN 
By Waldo Frank (Hermitage, $.50). 
Not Heaven is a startling departure 
from conventional fiction. In place of 
unity of plot, Waldo Frank substitutes 
a unifying theme, which in this case is 
Christopher Marlowe's statement that 
"all places shall be hell that is not 
heaven." What this "heaven" is, he 
reveals by quoting lines of the Bible, 
" ... for, behold, the kingdom of God 
is within you." 
The novel consists of separate stories 
that take the form of a prelude, a 
curious allegory about a civilization 
that abolishes by law the use of clothes 
by all citizens, in which the theme is 
suggested; varratlons, twelve tales 
of crises in personal hells ~y which the 
theme is developed; and, finally, the 
full statement of the theme in the last 
story, "The Kingdom of Heaven." 
This is an interesting and success-
ful experiment in novel form, but, un-
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fortunately, Mr. Frank exceeds the 
limits of good taste in some of the 
stories. 
CARLENE BARTELT 
THE DEEP SIX 
By Martin Dibner (Doubleday, 
$3.50). 
Although in theme this novel of men 
at sea in World War II promises to be 
different, it fails to come off. It was 
the author's intention to show the re-
actions to boredom of men aboard a 
four-stacker cruiser on patrol duty in 
the cold, fog-blanketed waters of the 
Aleutians. There is plenty of violence, 
but it is melodramatic in tone and 
psychotic in character and it is not a 
reaction to boredom. Dibner is at 
his best when describing battle action, 
as on the day when the cruiser finally 
meets up with segments of the Japa-
nese fleet. Most of the characters have 
appeared previously, and in stronger 
form, in either Mr. Roberts, the play, 
or in Herman Wouk's best-selling 
novel, The Caine Mutiny. 
THE FACE OF THE DEEP 
By Jacob Twersky (World, $3.50). 
In this unusual novel about the 
world of the blind, Jacob Twersky re-
veals from his own experience how the 
sightless regard life. He describes their 
sensations and the prejudices they en-
counter by weaving together the lives 
of a group of blind men and women. 
One of them, fighting against almost 
overwhelming obstacles, obtains his 
Ph.D. and becomes a college instruc-
tor; another, a despicable cynic, plays 
on the pity of the sighted and becomes 
a "successful" business man; still an-
other is forced to beg in order to sup-
port his family. 
Much of the novel is obviously auto-
biographical. The author, who lost his 
sight in childhood, attended braille 
class in a regular public school, did his 
high school work at a residential 
school .for the blind. He holds a Ph.D. 
from New York University and now is 
an instructor in history at his Alma 
Mater, the City College of New York. 
His effective story, told with little bit-
terness and with no self-pity, should 
help to bring about understanding of 
the blind by the sighted. 
CARLENE BARTELT 
THE ANGRY ANGEL 
By Lajos Zilahy (Prentice-Hall, 
$3.95). 
In his best-selling novel of a few 
years ago, The Dukays, Zilahy told the 
story of Count Istvan Dukay and his 
family. The Count, head of one of 
Hungary's oldest families, owned one 
of its largest landed estates. The mo-
mentous years between 1900 and 1940 
served as background for that novel. 
The Angry Angels begins where the 
other ended. The Count dies on the 
eve of World War II, so his daughter, 
Countess Zia, and her scholarly hus-
band, Mihaly Ursi, become the central 
figures. But it is more than a story of 
a few characters. It is the story of 
Hungary through the year of World 
War II, the Nazi occupation, and, 
finally, the years of Communist domi-
nation. 
The action centers around an under-
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ground group, the Stargazers, lead by 
Ursi, who fought the German occupa-
tion of Hungary. Many of the mem-
bers turned to Communism in the hope 
of relief from Nazi oppression, only to 
encounter disillusionment once the 
Russian occupation commenced. Secret 
meetings, espionage, intrigue in high 
places, and a sortie or two against the 
occupiers keep the group busy and the 
story moving swiftly. 
Zilahy draws a dramatic-at times 
melodramatic-picture of Hungary and 
this group of nationalists in their los-
ing fight to keep their country free. 
With his broad outlook of world af-
fairs in the past fifteen years and with 
a saving touch of humor when it is 
most needed, Zilahy has written a 
readable and informative novel. It is 
not quite the novel The Dukays was, 
perhaps because the Hapsburgs and the 
Austro-Hungary Empire were better 
novel material, having passed from the 
scene long enough before to be viewed 
in perspective. But The Angry Angel 
is still the most interesting and com-
plete story on Hungary in this period 
yet to be published. 
BRIEFLY NOTED 
THE CHIEFTAIN 
By Robert Payne (Prentice-Hall, 
$3.50). 
A novel of the wars between the 
United States Army and Chief Joseph's 
Nez Perce Indians precipitated by the 
forceful eviction of the latter from 
their ancestral lands at the hands of a 
perfidious government. The author at-
tempts to justify the resistance of the 
red man to the ruthless, land-grabbing 
tactics of the white man. 
The narrative, fairly well paced de-
spite a few irrelevant incidents, super-
fluous characters, and certain incon-
gruities, is satisfactory light reading. 
A more explicit and forceful indict-
ment would have helped, for the 
author's purpose is certainly noble, his 
evidence probably embarrassing, and 
his decision undoubtedl y and unfortu-
nately true. 
THE VIOLENT WEDDING 
By Robert Lowry 
$3.00). 
(Doubleday, 
Robert Lowry, one of the group of 
outstanding young Americans writing 
today, has taken the prize ring as a 
background for his newest novel. Poris 
James, a negro fighter, and Lain e 
Brendan, a white girl and a painter, 
attracted to each other physically, can· 
not reconcile their conflicting values. 
Her suicide and his ultimate accept-
ance of himself as she saw him pro-
vide the essential interest in this story. 
It is written in a brisk manner against 
a background of violence and death. 
Mr. Lowry is at his best in the prize 
fight scenes. Reads rapidly and well 
but Mr. Lowry should try his hand at 
something rather less dramatic. 
THE DART PLAYERS 
By Jerrard Tickell (Doubleday, 
$3.00). 
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lightful novel (Island Rescue) about 
the rescue of a pedigreed cow from a 
German-occupied Channel Island in 
World War II. This novel was a suc-
cess in this country as well as in 
England ('Mr. Tickell is a Londoner) 
where it was made into an excellent 
motion-picture. When he finished this 
novel, Mr. Tickell must have had one 
more crossing of the Channel left over 
and he has now accumulated an as~ 
sortment of Englishmen (members of 
a dart club in a London pub) who 
take an excursion across the Channel 
for a one-day outing in the French city 
of Boulogne. While in France some-
thing unusual (and not necessarily 
good) happens to each of them. Al-
though it is all quite unbelievable it 
is still fun. Mr. Tickell writes with his 
usual charm and humor but it is not 
up to Island Rescue. 
NEW VOICES: 
AMERICAN WRITING TODAY 
Edited by Don M. Wolfe (Perma-
books, $ .50). 
Approximately 60 young writers of 
the "New School" are given a hearing 
in New Voices. This is a most worthy 
undertaking for any publisher for I 
know of no better way of pointing out 
mistakes to writers (old or young) 
expensive though it may be, than b; 
giving them the shock of reading their 
own efforts in a printed and bound 
form. 'Most of the writers for this 
volume should have been very shocked. 
Unfortunately, there is nothing of out-
standing merit in New Voices. 
VAN C. KussRow, ]R. 
GENERAL 
ARROW IN THE BLUE 
By Arthur Koestler (Macmillan, 
$5.00). 
Covering the years before he joined 
the German Communist party in 1931, 
Volume I of Koestler's autobiography 
is a somewhat contrived affair. Hastily 
put together (it gives that impression), 
Arrow in the Blue narrowly escapes 
being a pulpit. It reads much like 
Koestler's novels, although, because 
the narrative is looser, it is less en-
gaging. Interjected among the accounts 
of his hectic childhood, his Vienna 
student days, and his remarkable es-
capades as a foreign correspondent in 
the 'Middle •East, are a good many 
creditable social and political analyses 
and some less plausible psychiatric self-
explanations. But this choppiness robs 
it of the power of a novel and weakens 
the effect of his opinions. Mr. Koestler, 
who is not yet fifty, should give us 
more excellent novels like Darkness at 
Noon and The Age of Longing and 
continue his autobiography in his 
later years. 
THE CITY 
By Julius Horwitz (World, $3.00) . 
This collection of nineteen stories 
and sketches on New York is by a new 
writer, Julius Horwitz, who was born 
and raised in Cleveland and who looks 
on his new hometown with a fresh 
gaze. Despite the freshness of this view, 
Horwitz' New York turns out to be 
much the same lonely city others have 
described, the city where everyone 
rushes home at night and stays there. 
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But the author is an acute and enter-
taining observer, and his sketches of 
various regions of the city, which are a 
notch above his short stories, mark him 
as an intelligent and perceptive com-
mentator. In his short stories, many of 
which were written in 1950 and ap-
peared originally in Commentary, he 
is interested mostly in the desperate 
housing situation, in Jewish family re-
lationships and in the loneliness of 
apartment life for single girls. The 
opening sketch on the observations of a 
census taker in Manhattan is the best 
of the collection. 
INDIAN TALES 
Written and Illustrated by Jaime De 
Angulo (Wyn, $3.75). 
To probe understandingly into the 
mind and heart of the American 
Indian is unusually difficult. The very 
language of the primitive Red Man is 
not directly related to our culture and 
civilization; hence his ideas must be 
gleaned from patiently achieved dis-
coveries by anthropologists and folk-
lorists, the best of whom have con-
tributed evidence that all mankind is 
none the less kin. It is to the credit of 
the folk tale that it succeeds in inter-
esting the reader whereas a routine re-
port of such data would leave him 
bored and unimpressed. 
Jaime De Angulo lived among the 
Pit River Indians of California for 
more than forty years prior to his 
death in 1950. What he learned in that 
way did more for him than his early 
years in his native Spain or his educa-
tional experiences at Johns Hopkins 
University or his military service in 
the M edical Corps during World War 
I. One result of such life in almost 
Indian closeness to one of the last 
wildernesses is this unusual book that 
is replete with adventures, chance 
meetings, and obstacles to be con-
quered, on a trip across prehistoric 
America. 
Presented in seemingly authentic 
tribal style of narrative, Indian Tales 
is a work of creative imagination. It 
is informative rather than interpreta-
tive. As Carl Carmer remarks in the 
Foreword, this author "had both the 
judgment and the intuition to realize 
that translation of atmosphere and 
feeling and fancy can not be left to 
scholars .... This book was written by 
a poet." Tall tales, allegories, rituals, 
jokes, games, and anecdotes achieve 
the various characterizations of the 
animal-humans such as father Bear 
(quick-tempered), mother Antelope 
(charmingly illogical }, baby Quail 
{always potential}, uncle Turtle {phil-
osophically kind}, grandfather Coyote 
(garrulous storyteller}, son Fox Boy 
(lovably adolescent), etc. The draw-
ings are as artlessly simple as are the 
tales and lyrics. Combine the animal 
personifications of A.A. Milne with the 
Indian creations of H . W. Longfellow, 
and you will come close to the endur-
ing, universal spirit of the persons and 
themes in these inimitable legends. 
HERBERT H. UMBACH. 
THE STARS ARE YOURS 
By James Sayre Pickering (Mac-
millan, $3.95). 
This is a revised edition of a work 
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ering started with an amateur's in-
terest in astronomy and developed it 
into the primary interest of his life. 
Desirous of sharing his interest, he has 
written a book that explains the sub-
ject in understandable terms. He has 
written it particularly for people who 
have no scientific equipment or 
knowledge. It is impossible, of course, 
to write at any length about such a 
complicated subject without becoming 
somewhat technical but Mr. Pickering 
has done an admirable job in stickin~ 
to his main purpose of making the 
stars yours to know about. Complete 
with charts, pictures, bibliography for 
future reading, and an excellent chart 
on the location of the naked-eye 
planets (Mercury, Venus, Mars, Jupi-
ter, and Saturn) which covers the 
years 1953 through 1963. Well-recom-
mended if you have a yen to learn a 
little more about the stars-their 




By A. Hyatt Verrill and Ruth Ver-
rill (Putnam's, $5.00) . 
The publication of Gods, Graves and 
Scholars in 1951 opened a new fron-
tier to the general reader. Archaeology, 
with its ancient mysteries and aston-
ishing discoveries, has become a public 
favorite. America's Ancient Civiliza-
tions appears, as if by public demand, 
to illuminate the ancient civilizations of 
Mexico and South America. 
Although their origin remains an 
enigma, the Mayas, Aztecs, Incans and 
related cultures have unwittingly sup-
plied the modern world with a record 
of their mythology, science, art, and 
social customs all of which reveal a 
highly-developed culture. Mr. and Mrs. 
Verrill (both archaeologists) describe 
the religious ceremonies, cities, amaz-
ing engineering feats, calendrical sys-
tems, methods of warfare, musical ac-
complishments, gem cutting, and many 
other facets of these interesting people. 
The reader will find this book full of 
strange and wonderful experiences. 
America's Ancient Civilizations is 
carefully organized for rapid reading. 
The ever obvious outline, however, is 
a little annoying. Drawings and photo-
graphic plates are used freely to illus-
trate the text, and for the more en-
thusiastic reader the authors have in-
cluded an eleven page bibliography 
and rather extensive index. 
B. L. FERGUSON 
NORTH FROM MALAYA 
By William 0. Douglas (Doubleday, 
$3.95) . 
Southern Asia, today the site of 
seething unrest, ugly hatreds, and mili-
tant nationalism, is undoubtedly the 
most perplexing problem facing the 
western world. In this book, Justice 
Douglas adds his careful observations 
of this trouble spot to the volumes that 
have marked the past several years, 
and presents some candid and sobering 
conclusions. 
Malaya, with its divergent racial 
groups, is on the brink of disaster. 
These peoples, suspicious of each other, 
resist integration and unity and thus 
set the stage for Communist exploita-
tion. Years of "do-nothing" attitudes 
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on the part of the United States prior 
to Philippine independence together 
with present-day favoritism and cor-
ruption provide the Communist Huks 
with excellent propaganda. Long, 
cruel, and total exploitation by the 
French in Indo-China plus a refusal to 
grant autonomous governments, has en-
gendered a hatred that will be long in 
dying. Only in Burma is there a real 
note of optimism. When granted free-
dom by the enlightened British, the 
Burmese, novices at the art of govern-
ment, did a remarkable job of thwart-
ing Communism at every turn. The fu-
tures of Korea and Formosa, the fifth 
front, are uncertain and clouded. Per-
haps because of the fluid conditions of 
these areas, the author is least inform-
ative about them. 
Justice Douglas, with a lawyer's 
mind, has investigated thoroughly and 
sifted carefully the relevant evidence. 
He has avoided the superfluities and 
kept to a minimum the travelogue pat-
ter. His conclusions are sound and, 
though the situation as he depicts it is 
much gloomier than others would have 
us believe, his case is also much more 
convincing. lt is time, he feels, that the 
United States abandon the policies that 
favor western imperialism and reject 
the attitude that these countries are 
either for us or against us. They want 
only independence, but independence 
from the west as well as from Commu-
nism. If Malaya is educated and be-
comes a melting pot on the pattern of 
the United States; if corruption is 
ended, if the land is equitably dis-
tributed, and industrialization effected 
in the Philippines; if Indo-China is 
given independence from France, dis-
aster can yet be avoided. If these 
countries are not aided in their fights 
for liberty, then there will be a great 
drift to the Communist guerrillas, for 
whatever their motives may be, they 
give the impression at least of fighting 
for independence, and it is this that 
is uppermost in the minds of these 
Asiatic peoples. 
SIAMESE HAREM LIFE 
By Anna H. Leonowens (Dutton, 
$3.75). 




Although separated from one an-
other by nearly a century, both Mrs. 
Leonowens and 1Miss Prewett meet on 
common ground in having recorded in 
these volumes their observations as 
young women alone in alien lands. 
Mrs. Leonowens' Siamese Harem 
Life, first published in 1873, was not 
reprinted until this year, and is un-
doubtedly available now simply as a 
result of her so recent fame as the 
Anna of Anna and the King of Siam. 
Despite its exotic title, Siamese Harem 
Life comprises a series of staidly-nar-
rated tales accumulated during Mrs. 
Leonowens' five years as a teacher in 
the Women's Quarters of Bangkok. She 
not only had the opportunity to hear 
the almost always tragic love stories of 
the kohl-lashed and betel-lipped danc-
ers, but also the surprising facility for 
polishing the tales into small gems. 
Miss Prewett's career as an Ameri· 
can reporter took her to Brazil, where, 
wearied with political oppression and 
-
.. 
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personal dissatisfaction, she set out to 
carve a plantation from the Brazilian 
hinterland in 1947. In a hasty, direct 
manner she writes of her most defeat-
ing struggles against the luxuriant 
vegetation and native apathy, as well 
as her own indecisive existence. 
What each woman reveals of her 
own character in her attempt to in-
terpret a strange culture is startling. 
Mrs. Leonowens, sure of her purpose 
in life and her hope of an afterlife, 
does not intrude her own sorrow upon 
her compassionate understanding of 
the Harem women. Miss Prewett, by 
unfortunate contrast, is so preoccupied 
with resolving her own inner turmoils 
that her apprehension of the life about 
her comes to the reader in a rather 
muddled form. 
We recommend to Dutton, who is-
sued both volumes, that <they dig up 
more "lost" books such as Siamese 
Harem Life, and save the precious 
trees that went into The Great Forest 
for more worthy contemporary authors. 
RoBERTA DoNsBACH 
MONKEY ON MY BACK 
By Wenzell Brown (Greenberg, 
$3 .50 ) . 
This is the personal account of a 
journalist's one-man crusade to investi-
gate and combat drug-addiction among 
underprivileged teen-agers in New 
York City. It takes its title from the 
sensation experienced by the addict at 
the withdrawal of drugs, phrased in 
the jargon of the drug netherworld. 
About six case studies of teen-age ad-
diction are presented in a breezy, per-
sonalized way and along with them, a 
panorama of the cultural and psycho-
logical climate of the Negro and 
Puerto Rican sections of Manhattan. 
The book is written to dramatize the 
drastic effects of the drug menace for 
the general public. 
The basic thesis of the book is that 
social impoverishment and/or person-
ality insecurity lie behind addiction. 
Addiction is viewed as merely symptom 
of some more basic condition, such 
as racial discrimination. It functions 
essentially as a form of escape from 
overpowering life situations. The social 
world of addicts is presented as one of 
utter tragedy within which the victims 
end ups as degenerates, suicides, vic-
tims of gang murders, or long-term in-
habitants of prisons. 
The book leaves one with little hope 
of remedying the situation short of 
large-scale social reform or some sort 
of religious revival. It mentions the 
legalization of drug dispensing as a 
possible partial solution. 
Ross P. ScHERER 
SHORT DICTIONARY OF 
MYTHOLOGY 
By P. G. Woodcock (Philosophical 
Library, $3.75). 
From Abas to Zosimus this popular 
dictionary identifies more than a 
thousand allusions, characters, and 
legendary references. It is uncommonly 
direct and is written in plain language; 
e. g. "Hesperus, brother of Atlas, who 
was changed into the evening star." 
But there is no prefatory statement of 
editorial policy, to explain-for in-
stance-why numerous literary authors 
and philosophers are included under 
62 THE CRESSET 
the label of mythology. Also, the 
entries are principally ancient, not 
medieval or modern, and are mostly 
classical Greek and Latin plus some 
Scandinavian. Who is this Mr. Wood-
cock? No identification is offered, al-
though the reliability of such reference 
works is usually closely related to the 
professional standing of the editor or 
compiler. In brief, I think not only is 
there no real need for another project 
like this, while other and inexpensive 
guides are available, but also some 
specific criteria are needed in this 
work. 
HERBERT H. UMBACH 
THE IDEA OF A THEATER 
By Francis Fergusson (Doubleday 
Anchor,$ .75). 
The Idea of a Theater, first pub-
lished in 1949, has now been made 
available, as one of the Doubleday 
Anchor Books, in a pocket-size edition. 
In tracing the "Idea" of theater and 
drama through the centuries from 
Sophocles t hrough T. S. Eliot, Mr. 
Fergusson has given us one of the out-
standing critical works in the field of 
drama that have been published in 
America. This is a book which no 
thinking person can afford to leave 
out of his library. It is unfortunate 
that this edition has a number of er-
rors which were missed in the proof-
reading, but Doubleday is to be con-
gratulated for having selected The 
Idea of a Theater as one of this new 
series. 
VAN C. KussRow, JR. 
Note: Space does not permit a re-
view of all of the books in this new 
series and, in some cases, they were 
reviewed in the CRESSET when they 
appeared in their original format. 
Among those that have appeared and 
are worthy of calling to the attention 
of readers are: American Humor, By 
Constance Rourke ($.75), Studies in 
Classic American Literature, By D. 
H. Lawrence ($.65), Shakespeare, By 
Mark Van Doren ( .$85) . An Essay 
on Man, By Ernst Cassirer ($.75), 
and Modern Science and Modern 
Man, By James B. Conant ($.65). 
w 
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A MiHorifll Kcport 
--------------BY VICTOR F. HOFFMANN 
Americanism 
In the past few months, we 
have celebrated a number of sig-
nificant days. I AM AN AMER-
ICAN DAY. ARMED FORCES 
DAY. FLAG DAY. THE 
FOURTH OF JULY. In 1953, as 
in previous years, many people 
used these days of re-dedication 
to American ideals to talk about 
the blessings of Americanism. In 
connection with I AM AN 
AMERICAN DAY, a would-be 
poetess (whose name I just can't 
recall) referred to America as the 
sacred jewel of God's heart, the 
divine setting for some kind of 
Golden Drama she never did 
quite define. During one of these 
days, the man on the radio kept 
talking about America as the bul-
wark of freedom. On the recent 
Fourth of July, I heard many re-
tellings of the historical develop-
ment of the United States from 
the status of colonial provinces 
under the tyrannical rule of King 
George III to a full-fledged mod-
ern state. This new state, of 
course, became the last hope of 
freedom. 
Americanism? What is it? 
Some have quickly said that it's 
boys dying somewhere for Amer-
ica-in Korea, for instance. A 
new governor in an old state of 
the Middle West said in a cam-
paign speech last fall that Amer-
icanism was to get the job over 
with in Korea and get the boys 
home. But boys have been dying 
and coming home from battle-
fields since beyond the memory 
of man, long before anybody 
thought about America. But, 
comes the answer, these boys are 
dying for democracy! We aren't 
unique in that for we have twice 
joined hands with allies to save 
the world for democracy. 
A professor at a prominent 
university once said America was 
mint juleps, ham and spinach 
greens, potatoes, sauerkraut and 
wieners, bacon and eggs, pie and 
ice cream, and rice at weddings. 
These things are perhaps as 
much a part of Americanism as 
the British Coronation. 
Sports-minded persons like to 
equate Americanism with aggres-
sive play in football, baseball, or 
basketball. This is the excuse 
some coaches like to give for 
sports within the academic com-
munity. A Chicago sportscaster 
says it something like this: "We 
had an eight run lead. But those 
guys from the East made it all 
up in one inning. Now they lead 
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by one run. But, then, of course, 
that's what makes up baseball, 
its unpredictability. But, then, 
that's America too. It's not so 
much whether you win or lo e, 
it's just that you played to win. 
Yes sir, we live in a great land." 
Russia is also American since it 
is aggressive, plays hard to win, 
and is unpredictable. 
My Congressman comes home 
ever so often to talk about Amer-
icanism. He once said in an "off-
the-cuff" speech (he's a great 
ad-libber) that Americanism IS 
what the little people are think-
ing, saying, and believing-the 
common man, the little folk that 
keep America going. Then he 
went on to say that we've got to 
save the little people in China, 
just like you and me, from a fate 
worse than death. 
The man in the street might 
say, Americanism is my right to 
vote as I please, or my right to 
worship as I see fit, or my right 
to get an education. He could 
have these things in Great 
Britain. At least, a dissenter will 
rage, Americanism is being anti-
Communist. Yes, but so is Franco 
in Spain. 
Unalienable Rights 
ARMED FORCES TALK 283 
(AGO 1-2497-A-8005-49) implies 
with much merit that the essence 
of what makes up Americanism 
is found in these words of The 
Declaration of Indepence: "We 
hold these truths to be self-evi-
dent, that all men are created 
equal, that they are endowed by 
their Creator with certain un-
alienable Rights, that among 
these are Life, Liberty, and the 
Pursuit of Happiness.-That to se-
cure these rights, Governments 
are instituted among Men, de-
riving their just powers from the 
consent of the governed." But, if 
"all men are created equal," and 
if all men "are endowed by their 
Creator with certain unalienable 
Rights," we can hardly claim 
this heritage as an exclusive pos-
session. All men were born with 
these rights. This is no place to 
discuss the Calvinist tenet of why 
some and not others. 
The most superficial reader of 
political theory or of historical 
documents will know that these 
notions of rights existed long be-
fore Jefferson and the Spirit of 
1776. Someone will surely count-
er that America has a unique 
claim in that it has carried the 
democratic experiment forward 
with more seriousness than other 
nations have. Maybe so, but this 
cannot be an exclusive claim as 
any Britisher will plainly tell 
you. They will claim that we are 
only inheritors and have been 
looking at the back side of the 
British rudder for a good many 
years. The Britishers might even 
tell us that we are way behind 
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in our experimentation with so-
cial democracy. 
But What Is It? 
Though it is quite futile to 
argue about the uniqueness of 
Americanism and equally as fu-
tile to argue long over the pre-
cise definition of democracy, I 
do believe that it is valid to point 
out six specific elements that 
need to be considered in any dis-
cussion of Americanism or Amer-
ican democracy. Nor are these 
six elements unique to democra-
,. cy. To begin with, all stereotypes 
and "weasel words" to the con-
trary, the United States of Ameri-
ca was created "as a bold experi-
r 
ment in limited government." 
(William B e a r d, Government 
and Liberty: The American Sys-
tem.) By means of this limited 
government, the people of the 
United States retain the right at 
all times to alter or abolish their 
institutions as they see fit-to 
guarantee their happiness, or 
their unhappiness for that mat-
ter. To their advantage or dis-
~ advantage, the people possess the 
ultimate right of judgment with 
regard to all assumptions ahd 
issues involved in their living to-I. 
gether. Acting through delegated 
agents, the people theoretically 
demand of ruler and ruled alike 
strict adherence to the Constitu-
tion, the American fundamental 
law. In brief, the people have 
checked governors and govern-
ments. 
Nearly any person in America 
who knows about these things 
will insist upon liberty as the 
second element in the Amerian 
pattern. There is an affinity be-
tween the popular will and rights 
mentioned above and liberty or 
freedom. We mean vaguely when 
we speak about liberty that we 
have the right to such things as 
speech, ownership, worship, mem-
bership in organizations of our 
choice, equality before the law, 
fair and equal justice to name 
only those that any elementary 
school child will understand. 
Most Americans are ready to 
agree that an excess of liberty 
must not be permitted lest equal-
ity be destroyed. A man has the 
right to own property but not so 
much that he deprives others of 
the right to own property, to eat 
and drink, and to have a fair 
share of happiness. Most Ameri-
cans are perhaps willing to admit 
that equality means something 
more than equality before the 
law. Each man must have the op-
portunity without undue restric-
tion, or the right to reject the 
opportunity, to be true to the 
lights and talents that God has 
given him. 
Pericles pinpointed the folirth 
element of tolerance in his Funer-
al Oration when he said: "We 
have no black looks or angry 
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words for our neighbor if he en-
joys himself in his own way, and 
we abstain from the little acts of 
churlishness which, though they 
leave no mark, yet cause annoy-
ance to whoso notes them ... " 
No matter the situation, whether 
friend or enemy is involved, we 
owe to every person the right to 
be what he wants to be subject 
to the needs of his neighbors. 
To the many, however, who 
seem to think that all this means 
license and the right to do with-
out exception what one pleases, 
the fifth element will come as a 
society-saving restraint. There is 
more than an implied connection 
between democracy and obedi-
ence to the law. A group of 
people (the demos) have £reefy 
gotten together to decide upon 
the standard whereby their so-
ciety is to be established and is to 
operate. Each one individually 
agrees to abide by the rules, or-
dinances, and laws upon which 
all have agreed. No society can 
exist long without this principle. 
Finally, "democracy is self-re-
spect for everybody ... Man's self-
respect is an understanding of 
his dignity. It is the value he sets 
on his own full development, the 
condition and result of his self-
realization. It is his recognition, 
with neither pride nor groveling, 
of his indispensability to society 
and insignificance in the uni-
verse. Most of all, within the 
limits society allows, it is a func-
tion of his self-direction and self-
control, of the choice and living 
of the life he thinks best." (Wil-
liam H. Riker, Democracy in 
The United States.) 
Indefinable Rights 
This looks easy on paper. But 
each one of us Americans will 
wish to emphasize a different 
point. Each one of us will reach 
for a different interpretation. It 
is this very difficulty that makes 
censorship so intolerant and dis-
respectful of the human person-
ality. I would not wish, as a 
member of a current investigat-
ing committee, to set myself up 
as a sort of ideological king to 
define Americanism in rigid 
terms. Nor would I wish, as a 
member of said committee, to in-
sist that every person in the 
United States agree with my dog-
matic formula of Americanism. 
Nor would I wish, even if I were 
a Senator with authority, to call 
every person a communist who 
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The 
Motion Picture 
THE CRESSET evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces 
By ANNE HANSEN 
The autobiographies of famous 
persons often fail to capture the 
very qualities which contribute 
to fame and success. But this is 
not true of Call Me Lucky 
(Simon and Schuster. New York. 
1953), Bing Crosby's own story as 
told to Pete Martin. 
Bing's admirers-their number 
is legion-will be quick to recog-
nize the style, the mannerisms, 
and the characteristics which 
have made him one of the most 
prominent figures in the enter-
tainment world. The inimitable 
Groaner-a name given to him 
by Bob Hope-rejects the notion 
that his career is in any way "in-
.., spirational." He says that his is 
not a story of hard work and 
sacrifice. He has done the things 
"" he has wanted to do. He has been 
"heavily paid for having fun 
while I did them." He empha-
sizes the fact that his story "is 
certainly full of another Ameri-
can commodity-luck." 
Bing has been lucky in his 
work, in his friends, in associates 
who lent a helping hand along 
the way, in his parents, in his 
two brothers, in his sisters, in his 
four sons, and in his wife, the 
late Dixie Lee Crosby. His 
mother, he tells us, pooh-poohs 
the idea that luck has been a 
powerful influence in his life. 
She att,ributes his success to 
prayer-her own as 'well as the 
prayers of others. Her son does 
not scoff at the efficacy of prayer. 
"I think," he says, "that prayer 
is a potent thing to have working 
on your side." 
Call Me Lucky is simple, frank, 
and forthright. It offers a refresh-
ing change from the reams upon 
reams of nauseating publicity 
about Hollywood, radio, and tele-
vision which appear i n many 
pulp magazines and from the in-
numerable pompous or scandal-
mongering books pertaining to 
the stage, the screen, and other 
entertainment media. 
On June 2, 1953, in an im-
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pressive ceremony in historic 
Westminster Abbey, the British 
Commonwealth of N a t i o n s 
proudly and joyfully acclaimed 
Elizabeth II's accession to the 
throne. A Queen Is Crowned, 
produced by J. Arthur Rank, is 
a distinguished film. Here supero 
technicolor photography, coupled 
with a fine narrative written by 
Christopher Fry and spoken by 
Sir Laurence Olivier, brings us 
an accurate and deeply moving 
account of the coronation. Sir 
Malcolm Sargent directs the Lon-
don Symphony Orchestra for the 
production. Throughout the long 
and complicated rites the lovely 
young queen conducts herself 
with simple grace and exemplary 
dignity. A thousand years of his-
tory-with its pomp and pagean-
try as well as its dark and tragic 
eras-seem to pass in review, as 
it were, while camera and narra-
tive take us on a tour of the 
ancient Abbey which for cen-
turies has stood as the symbol of 
a proud and mighty nation. 
Another chapter from English 
history is re-created in Young 
Bess (M-G-M, George Sidney). 
Adapted from a novel by Mar-
garet Irwin, Young Bess is largely 
fictional. The basic facts in the 
life of the first Elizabeth are pre-
sented accurately, but the trim-
mings were added by Miss Irwin 
in her book and further expand-
ed in the film. In spite of these 
shortcomings Young Bess is bet-
ter than average. The acting is 
good, and the settings-filmed in 
technicolor-are c o 1 o r f u I and 
authentic. 
, 
Before we turn to the domestic 
scene, let us take an imaginary 1 
journey behind the Iron Curtain. 
We know that for years there 
have been many, many attempts 
to escape from the regimentation 
of the communist governments. 
Some of these attempts have been 
successful, some have failed. In 
1950, by a clever ruse, a small ~ 
circus troupe eluded border pa-
trols and made its way into the 
4 
American Zone of West Ger-
many. Man on a Tight Rope 
(20th Century-Fox, Elia Kazan) 
is based on this incident. The .< 
film, posed against a terrifyingly 
realistic backgrgound, b u i Ids 
steadily to an exciting and sus-
pense-filled climax. t! 
Man on a Tight Rope achieves 
a nightmarish quality of harsh 
reality. But Never Let Me Go ~ 
(M-G-M) does not leave the 
boundaries of Never Never Land. 
Clark Gable is cast as the stal- ,-
wart American correspondent 
who, by hook and by crook:, 
manages to rescue his bride from 
<i 
the U.S.S.R. His acting is typic-
ally Gableish. It recalls John Mc-
Carten's observation that Mr. 
Gable's "gamut of emotion on '! 
the screen would not strain the 
resources of a shell fish." Right! 
• 
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Gene Tierney IS equally un-
impressive as . the Russian girl. 
Richard Haydn's performance as 
the Englishman is outstanding. 
The Juggler (Stanley Kramer: 
Columbia, Edward Dmytryk) was 
filmed in Israel. It is based on 
M i c h a e I Blankfort's poignant 
role of the German juggler who 
became mentally deranged when 
he witnessed the brutal slaying of 
his wife and two children in a 
German concentration camp . 
After the war he. went to Israel 
as a . D.P. The Juggler portrays 
the fugitive's gradual recovery 
and rehabilitation. Brutality, des-
pair, fear, hope, and sequences of 
lyrical beauty are interwoven in 
this unusual film. 
James Mason again appears as 
Field Marshal Erwin Rommel in 
The Desert Rats (20th Century-
Fox), a seque[ to last year's film 
The Desert Fox. You may recall 
that Mr.· ·Mason's sympathetic 
portrayal of the brilliant Ger-
man strategist touched off a 
heated controversy. The results 
are obvious. In The Desert Rats 
his characterization of ' Rommel 
has been altered considerably. 
This time the Allied forces pit-
ted against the clever Desert Fox 
emerge as the heroes of the film. 
The combat sequences are excel-
lent. Richard Burton is convinc-
ing as the British officer charged 
with the defense of Tobruk. 
The greatest catastrophe of 
modern mantime history is wo-. 
fully mishandled in Titanic 
(20th Century-Fox, Jean Negul-
esco). The story of the White 
Star Line S. S. Titanic has in it 
all the elements for a truly no-
table film. Many will remember 
the shock and the horror which 
followed the announcement that 
on April 15, 1912, at 2:20 A. M:, 
the largest ocean liner in exist-
ence at that time had rammed an 
iceberg and had gone to a watery 
grave within the brief span of 
two hours. Of the 2,207 aboard 
the Titanic on her maiden voy-
age only 690 survived. Anger and 
resentment followed shock and 
horror when it became known 
that life-saving equipment car" 
ried by the Titanic was criminal-· 
ly inadequate and that the ship's 
officers had ignored the warning 
concerning icebergs in the area 
because they were out to win the 
Atlantic Blue Ribbon by setting 
a new record for a speedy cross-
ing. Surely no fictional story 
could surpass the tragic drama· 
which played itself out on the 
doomed liner in the ·.two terror· 
filled hours which followed the 
collision . . 
And yet, for some unaccount-
able reason, the film Titanic is 
concerned in large measure with 
the actions of two thoroughly 
nauseating and completely fic-
tional characters. There are sev-
eral brief vignettes drawn from 
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authentic records, but much of 
the time we are bored by the 
antics of Barbara Stanwyck and 
Clifton Webb, the principals in-
volved in a shallow melodrama 
unworthy of any connection with 
an appalling catastrophe. 
What has happened to Barbara 
Stanwyck? Her acting in Titanic 
was mediocre. It falls short of 
even this much in All I Desire 
(Universal-International), a slick 
so-called "woman's picture." It 
may be that Miss Stanwyck needs 
better vehicles. 
I can report that Sangaree 
(Paramount) and Man in the 
Dark (Columbia), two new 3-D 
films, show some improvement 
over earlier releases of this kind. 
But I am still waiting for a really 
good 3-D. 
They are here again! Who? 
Those funny, funny men Dean 
Martin and Jerry Lewis in Scared 
Stiff (Paramount). Confirmed 
Martin-Lewis fans may enjoy this 
allegedly "spooky" farce, but it 
seems to me that the comedy 
routines are stale and over-
worked. 
The B east from 20,000 
Fathoms (Warners) is a spectacu-
lar fantasy designed to "send you 
into a chill." It sent me right 
spang out of the theater. I hope 
that children are not permitted 
to see this picture. 
On the other hand, Split Sec-
ond (RKO. Dick Powell) actual-
1 y will bring on a chill or two 
as a tense, action-packed drama 
is skillfully enacted by an excel-
lent cast headed by Steve Mc-
Nally, Keith Andes, and Jan 
Sterling. Fine acting, swift-paced 
direction, and an arresting west-
ern background make this an 
outstanding release. 
In spite of high-sounding ad-
vertising Pickup on South Street 
(20th Century-Fox) is brutal and 
sordid as well as completely false 
and misleading. 
Dangerous When Wet (M-G-
M) stars Esther Williams in a 
colorful musicale. The appear-
ance of Tom and Jerry-engag-
ing animated-cartoon characters-
adds a charming touch to this 
picture. 
The Desert Song (Warners) 
presents a new version of Sig-
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1887 'lredericll Konrad Krueger 1953 
Professor Frederick Konrad 
Krueger, Ph.D., professor of so-
ciology at Valparaiso University 
and dean of our editorial board, 
died on June 26 of this year, one 
day prior to his sixty-sixth birtli-
day. As a memorial to his mem-
ory, the editors reproduce below 
some of the aphorisms which Dr. 
Krueger wrote from time to time 
and which, perhaps in anticipa-
tion of his death, he had col-
lected and offered to the edi-
torial board early this summer. 
The conventional teacher is 
like a mother-bird which feeds 
its young by putting in their 
mouths what it has previously 
p~cked up; the superior teacher 
is like a silkworm which converts 
chewed mulberry leaves into silk. 
About wives: Some accompan-
ists are better than the soloists 
even though the soloists hold the 
center of the stage and get the 
applause. 
Youth sails out into the ocean 
of this world in search of happi-
ness and returns to haven after 
a long voyage of life, satisfied to 
have gained contentment. 
When weak and indecisive 
people are confronted with crises 
in history, they refer to them as 
"periods of transition". 
How differently the same 
flowers bloom for poets, lovers, 
botanists, florists, and under-
takers! 
Why do you envy the genius 
who like the sun sheds light over 
the whole world? Go and light a 
candle in the dark room in which 
you dwell, and you have in a 
small way performed the same 
service. 
Death is like the destruction of 
a mirror through which man sees 
the world reflected. But the 
breaking of the glass does not' 
mean that man has lost his eyes. 
Herewith we present the old CRES-
SET in its new dress. We hope our 
readers like it; we know that some of 
our readers will need some time to be-
come accustomed to it. The changes 
are all, of course, superficial. The 
reason for our existence, the task that 
we have set for ourselves- these re-
main constant, what-
ever the outward 
form of the maga-
zine. 
Among the 
the Navy in World War II and again 
in 1950-1952. 
We have also undertaken to legalize 
Victor Hoffmann's marriage to politics 
by redesignating his column. Since, in 
the area of politics as in most other 
areas, it is the function of a critical 
magazine to give· a hearing to valid 
p .o i n t s of view 
changes in content, 
only one is really 
significant. This is 
the inauguration of 
a new column which 
will be w r i t t e n 
monthly by Alfred 
R. Looman. Mr. 
Looman is, in every 
good sense of the 
term, a Christian 
man of the world. 
Like our late great 
colleague, Dr. The-
odore Graebner, 
Mr. Looman has an 
intimate and first-
hand knowledge of 
many places and 
many d i f f e r e n t 
Editor's 
which happen to be 
unpopular at t h e 
moment, we h a v e 
chosen to call the 
co I u m n, "A Mi-
nority Report" . The 
column is designed 
to ensure a continu-
ing critique of pub-
lic affairs, particu-
larly political affairs. 
Lamp The changes that have been made in 
the appearance of 
the CRESSET are 
related, at least in 
part, to a change in 
printers. It would 
be most ungrateful 
of us if we did not 
recognize publicly 
the kindness, t h e 




kinds of people and' he approaches 
each new . experience with a lively 
.curiosity and with the capacity to look 
beyond mere surface forms. Mr. Loo-
man's assignment is to cast a curious 
eye over our world in all of its infinite 
variety and to pass on to his readers 
all of the manifestations of the good 
life as he has observed it through ex-
perience and through reading. Mr. 
Looman served in the supply corps of 
h i g. h professional 
standards of our printers for the past 
ten years and more, the Augusburg 
Publishing House of Minneapolis. Our 
change to a printer in Valparaiso is 
dictated, qf course, primarily by con-
siderations of convenience. We are 
happy to be able to say, though, that 
Mr. Keller, our new printer, is. person-
ally and professionally a worthy suc-
cessor to the Randolph Haugan-Walter 
Schmidt tradition of printers. 
.. 
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